
There was nothing else she could 
say to Joe Rivers, 

Talk about misjudging a man! She’d thought he was 
somebody she might care about; she’d been attracted 
to him, believed he was a good guy. Wrong, wrong, 
wrong. 

When Joe ran up beside her and caught hold of her 
arm, she yanked away. ‘Don’t make me hit you, Joe.’ 

‘What?’ 

She spun around. ‘You heard me. If you don’t cease 
to pester me, I’m going to land a roundhouse right 
smack in the centre of your sorry face.’ 

But it wasn’t a sorry-looking face, she realized as her 
dark eyes clashed with his. He was probably the most 
handsome man she’d ever known. His black hair was 
mussed. His jaw was tight. And his eyes, oh Lord, his 
eyes were the deepest, purest blue. They penetrated 
straight to her soul. She longed to touch him, to 
collapse against his strong shoulder. 

But she couldn’t. Not now. Not ever. 
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80 miles 




Chapter One 


“If the good Lord had meant for man to walk ...” 

Bailey Fielding stopped herself before she snapped 
the annoying passenger’s head off. Dealing with igno- 
rant people always irritated her, and this young man 
with his blow-dried hair and three-piece suit was most 
certainly dumber than a fish in a bucket. 

Forcing a cool smile, she looked away from him. Her 
gaze focused long, wide and far away, beyond the run- 
way, beyond the terminal. She squinted into the dis- 
tance, seeing the front range of the Rocky Mountains. 
Tlien, even farther. To the skies. There was her home, 
in the air, the only place she’d ever felt truly comfort- 
able. 

Bailey leaned proprictarily against the gleaming white 
body of the twin-engine dc Havilland Otter turboprop, 
folded her arms beneath her breasts and drawled, "My 
grandpa Mac alw'ays used to say, Tf the good Lord had 
meant for men to walk, he wouldn’t have invented 
wings.”’ 

“Quite obviously. Miss Fielding, you’ve missed my 
point. I don’t object to flying, per sc— I’m concerned 
about the credentials of Rocky Mountain Sky Air- 
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lines.” He cleared his throat. you the pilot on th.i 
flight from Denver to Aspen? 

Sow Klievcd. 

I have no problem with V"” 6“'^“, f 
work for Congresswoman Jilhan Grambl g, 
sland on women’s issues is qu.le 
look awfully young to have such a tremendous rcsp 

““ ough she could have lold him that she was twenty- 
seven and had been fiying airplanes her grandfa- 
ther m Mac Augustine’s World War II At^how smK 
she was fifteen, Bailey only nodded. This self-miportani 
aide to a congresswoman wasn’t wortli was ing 


oreatn. t,i«Tirl 

Her glance drifted toward the hangar, where a 
woman, nearly as tall as Bailey’s five feet ten incics, 
stepped out into the fresh April sunlight. The woman, 
Kate Rivers, seemed to sparkle, catching shimmering 
highlights in her hair and reflecting gold in her com 
plexion. Though Kate and Bailey were dressed m a 
similar fashion, Kate filled out her pale blue cotton 
blouse in a far more eye-catching way. 

When Bailey looked at her, she had to fight an un- 
worthy pang of jealousy. Again, she recalled the wis- 
dom of Grandpa Mac. ‘‘When the good Lord was 
passing out beauty,” he used to tell her, “he gave you 
brains instead.” 

Plain as a prairie chicken, Bailey had straight brown 
hair that she wore pulled back in a ponytail and brown 
eyes that turned black as a starless midnight when she 
was angry. Her nose was stubby, and her chin had a 
sharp, stubborn edge. She never bothered to wear 
makeup anymore. What was the point? She’d never re- 
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ally learned to use it effectively, and it would take more 
than mascara to make her as pretty as Kate Rivers. 

And it wasn’t only Kate’s physical attributes that 
twisted Bailey’s stomach into a knot of envy. Beautiful 
Kate had a husband. Joe. 

Though Bailey hadn’t exchanged more than a few 
minutes’ conversation with Joe Rivers, be was a man 
who made her heart pound as hard and fast as a piston 
engine. Even now, while she watched him accompany 
his wife from the hangar, she had to press her lips to- 
gether to stifle a yearning sigh. Joe Rivers was a rangy 
six feet four inches tall with Apache black hair and 
rugged features. He always looked uncomfortable in a 
suit. 

As Bailey watched him, Joe fidgeted with the knot on 
his flashy Jerry Garcia necktie. She almost laughed out 
loud. Who’d he think he was kidding? This man wasn’t 
meant to reside behind a desk. Though his hair was 
dark, his eyes were as blue as the Colorado skies. Those 
were the eyes of a traveler, an adventurer, a pilot. 

Bailey recognized the restless spirit within him, a 
drive that was similar to her own, and she ignored the 
ache in her belly as she watched him pull Kate into his 
arms and kiss her on the lips. 

Forget him. Joe Rivers belonged to another woman. 

She turned back to the young man who worked for 
the congresswoman. “There’s your pilot,’’ she said. 

He beamed with satisfaction. “And what’s his 
name?’’ 

“Her name is Kate Rivers.’’ 

The aide to Congresswoman Grambling made a 
squeaky noise in the back of his throat. ' 

“It’s a good thing,’’ Bailey said, “that you don’' 
a problem flying with a female pilot and copilot.’. 
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“Erk,” he said. 

“We’ll be taking off in about forty-five minutes,” she 
informed him. “And we’ll make sure you enjoy your 
flight.” 

Though there were seats for twenty on the twin- 
engine Otter turboprop, there were only eleven passen- 
gers on Sky 642 from Denver to Aspen— twelve, in- 
cluding Joe Rivers. Since be worked for the FAA, Joe 
was able to snag rides whenever there were seats avail- 
able. Today, Bailey knew, he and Kate were planning a 
lunch date in Aspen before the return to Denver this 
evening. 

Bailey was trying hard not to be petty and jealous. 
But it was difficult not to be critical as she watched Kate 
run through the usual preflight procedures and checks. 

The last time she’d flown with Kate, which was about 
two weeks ago, Bailey had noticed an increasing ten- 
dency toward sloppiness in following the safety check- 
list. As they taxied away from the hangar and terminal, 
Bailey said, “Aren’t you even going to check the rud- 
der?” 

“Yeah, sure.” Impatiently, Kate pressed on the foot 
pedals. “It’s not like there’s going to be anything 
wrong, Bailey. There’s never anything wrong. I’ve been 
flying this Otter for years, and she’s a good, reliable 
girl.” 

“Always a first time,” Bailey said. 

“I checked, okay?” A frown pinched the comers of 
her beautiful green eyes. “Don’t make such a big deal 
about this pilot stuff. When you get right down to it, 
we’re nothing mote than a couple of glorified tari driw. 
ers.” 
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Except that if they screwed up, they wouldn’t get 
away with a dented fender. Bailey didn’t say anything 
further. It was bad luck to talk about crashing and 
burning when you were in the cockpit. Instead, she 
flipped channels on the radio and spoke into the mike 
on her headset to Galloping Greta, the woman who did 
scheduling for Rocky Mountain Sky flights when she 
wasn’t pursuing her avocation of marathon running. 
“We’re ready to go, Greta.” 

“Hang on a see,” Greta said. “I think Claude had a 
message for the congresswoman.” 

“Great,” Kate muttered. She was careful not to re- 
lay her comments through her mike. “Now we’ll be late 
on takeoff.” 

“Not much choice,” Bailey replied. “Wlien the boss 
man speaks, we have to listen.” 

“Don’t be so sure about that. Claude Whistler acts 
tough and official, but he’s a pussycat.” 

“Can’t prove it by me.” Or by anybody else, Bailey 
thought. In starting up Rocky Mountain Sk>' Airlines 
and Charter Service, Claude had done the nearly im- 
po.ssible. Not only had he convinced the FAA to au- 
thorize two regular flights per day to Aspen /Grand 
Junction and to Pueblo/Alamosa, but he’d convinced 
a mob of local travel agents to use him even though they 
didn’t fly out of Denver International Airport. Bailey 
thought Claude was a pretty formidable character. And 
she was endlessly grateful to him for giving her this job. 

Into the headset mike, Kate said, “What is it, Greta? 
We’re ready to go.” 

“Claude’s on the phone. He’ll be off in a second.” 

Kate gave a derisive snort. “All right, Bailey. As long 
as we’re just sitting here, why don’t you go I—"'* 
check on the pa.ssengcrs.” 
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“Mother, please,” the congresswoman chided. 

“I’m not being insulting,” her mother said. “Hon- 
estly, Jillian, you don’t have to correct me all the time. 
Ever since your father died, you seem to think it’s your 
job to take up the slack.” She turned back to Bailey. 
“How old were you when you started flying?” 

“I did my first solo flight in a single-engine Cessna 
when I was thirteen.” 

“My, my, imagine that. Thirteen?” 

“I wasn’t supposed to, of course. The FAA wouldn’t 
approve. But there was an emergency.” 

A pregnant tourist had gone into labor on a remote 
island off the coast of southern Florida, and Grandpa 
Mac was passed out, dead drunk and unable to stand, 
much less fly an airplane. Thirleen-year-old Bailey flew 
into Miami and ordered a helicopter standing by to pick 
up the woman and shuttle her to a hospital, where she 
gave birth to a daughter named Sue, . .which was ex- 
actly what the woman did. She sued. That was when 
Grandpa Mac abandoned passenger charter flights and 
pursued his dream of the World War II Airshow full- 
time. 

“Thirteen?” the nervous aide questioned. The 
strangulated "erk” again echoed in his throat. “Only 
thirteen?” 

“Relax,” the congressw'oman advised. “This young 
woman has been flying for half her life.” 

“You got that right,” Bailey said. “Ever since I got 
pushed out of the nest, I took to the wing.” 

She moved back to talk with the other passengers. 
Gradually she was working her way down the aisle to 
Joe. In the back of her mind, she was trydng to '"'f 

something clever to say to him, and altema*"’’ 
herself for being so foolish. 
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Bailey stopped beside an older couple who looked 
prosperous but bone weary. After advising them to fas- 
ten their seat belts, Bailey said, “On such a short flight, 
we don’t have a hostess, but I’ll be back here from time 
to time to make sure you have something to nibble on 
and to drink.” 

“Vodka?” the man asked. 

“You listen to me, Charles Valente, no booze.” 

“Honey, I’ve got a lot of sorrows to drown.” 

His wife placed a gently restraining hand on his fore- 
arm. “We’re going to Aspen, so you can relax. The 
doctor said to cut back on alcohol.” 

“I’m not dead yet, honey.” He looked up at Bailey 
and offered a smile that didn’t light his eyes. “I’ll be 
looking forward to a drink later.” 

She stopped beside Joe and squatted down beside his 
seat. When she looked into his brilliant blue eyes, she 
forgot any attempt at wittiness. She felt a totally un- 
wanted shiver racing up and down her spine. Good 
gracious, he was a handsome devil of a man. 

Clearing her throat, Bailey said, “Kate says to pre- 
pare yourself for a rough flight.” 

“Big surprise,” he said. “So, Bailey, how’ve you 
been? I haven’t seen you for a while.” 

“Not since the hangar party.” Why had she men- 
tioned that party? It took place only a month after she 
had been hired, and she’d gotten in a stew with one of 
the other pilots who thought he was Mr. Operation 
Tailhook. “I’ve been doing well. I like working for Sky 
Air.” 

“Hey, I heard you were related to Mac Augustine.” 

My grandpa,” she said, “How’d you hear about 
Mac?” 
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“The man’s a national treasure. He’s forgotten more 
about turboprops than most of us will ever know.” 

His praise warmed her more than if he’d been talk- 
ing about Bailey herself. She’d always felt that Mac was 
underappreciated. “I’ll tell him you said that.” 

There was one more person at the rear of flight 642. 
He sat way in the back of the plane, all by himself, 
reading a magazine through dark sunglasses. A con- 
sciously handsome man, Bailey thought, probably a 
male model or an actor. Throughout the winter ski sea- 
son, there had been a lot of celebrity types on the flight 
to Aspen. She’d never been much impressed. Her heroes 
were pilots, like the famous test pilot Chuck Yeager and 
the legendary stunt pilot Jimmy Doolittle. Bailey didn’t 
have much use for these fancy-schmancy glamour boys. 

“Excuse me,” she said to her last passenger, “I’ll 
have to ask you to buckle up your scat belt now, sir.” 

“Why?” He took off his sunglasses and flashed a 
glance that was probably supposed to be smoldering. 
"Are you planning to crash?” 

“No, sir. But there might be turbulence in the moun- 
tains.” 

He spread his arms wide. “Why don’t you fasten it 
for me?” 

Bailey didn’t allow her disdain to show on her face. 
It wouldn’t do to insult the passengers, and she was 
willing to put up with some nonsense. Pilot jobs were 
few and far between, and she didn’t want to blow it. 

“Come on,” he urged. "Buckle me down, baby.” 

"Oh, my,” she said in her best Southern accent. “I 
just don’t think my poor heart could take the thrill. And 
golly gee, I wouldn’t want to be accused of sexually ha- 
rassing you. Not with a congresswoman on ” 

Behind her back, she heard Joe chuci ■ 
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Though she tossed her blond mane, an aura of sad- 
ness weighed heavily upon her. Her usual vivacious- 
ness was subdued, slowed. She lifted her hands above 
her head and stretched before again wrapping her 
manicured fingers around the yoke-shaped steering 
wheel. Again, she sighed. Then shook her head slowly 
from side to side, as if to clear her mind. It was almost 
as if she were drugged. 

“Are you all right?” Bailey asked. “You’re looking 
a little sick.” 

“Sometimes,” Kate said, “I think Joe’s too good for 
me. He’s forgiving and kind. But he’s also too stable, 
too predictable. Do you know what I mean?” 

Bailey could guess what she meant, but she didn’t 
want to get involved in a marital squabble. Trying to 
avoid a situation, she unfastened her belt and said, “I’d 
better go check on our passengers, make sure they all 
have peanuts and drinks.” 

“I need adventure and challenge,” Kate said. There 
was a catch in her voice. “I can’t live like this.” 

Though Bailey wasn’t totally unsympathetic, she 
couldn’t understand what Kate was complaining about. 
She was gorgeous. She had a great job and a husband 
whom Bailey secretly coveted. What possible reason 
could Kate Rivers have for being unhappy? 

“Forget the passengers for a minute,” Kate said. 
“Talk to me, Bailey. Tell me I’m not crazy.” 

“Okay, five minutes. You talk. I’ll fly the plane.” 

In her copilot’s scat, Bailey took over the simple 
navigation and held a steady course while she listened. 

“Joe’s my second husband,” Kate said. “We’ve been 
married for sc\'cn years. I’m turning thirty-four in Au- 
pst, and I probably ought to be thinking about buy- 
ing a house and raising babies. But I don’t want to.” 
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angle. Kate’s hands were shaking. Her breathing was 
ragged. When she closed her eyes and leaned back 
against her seat, Bailey had the impression that Kate 
shouldn’t be piloting a paddleboat today, much less an 
airplane. 

Using the dual controls in the copilot seat, Bailey 
trimmed the rudder, keeping the Otter on course. She 
was grateful that it was a fairly clear day without much 
chance of turbulence above the occasional fluffy cu- 
mulus cloud. This flight should be a piece of cake. 

Still, Bailey was concerned enough that she made a 
bid to take the controls. “Tell you what, Kate, you’re 
having a rough day here. Why don’t you settle back and 
nap? This is a quick hop. I’ll take care of it.” 

Kate snapped suddenly awake. “You’d like that, 
wouldn’t you?” 

“Sure, I would,” Bailey said, casually. “I always like 
flying.” 

“That’s not what we’re talking about here. You’re 
telling me I can’t do my job. Aren’t you?” 

“No insult intended.” 

“The hell there isn’t! I know what you’re doing, 
Bailey. You take over the controls, then you report me 
to Claude for not doing my job.” 

“Keep your voice down.” There was only a curtain 
separating them from the passengers. Though the peo- 
ple in the cabin couldn’t hear their conversation over tbe 
engine, they would sure as heck know something ^ 
wrong if they were shouting at each other. “I ^ 
never report you, Kate. We’re both women 
the last thing I want is to give the men th® ^ g.. 

of saying that you were heavy into PMS 
the plane.” 



20 


Rule Breaker 


Kate turned to her. Her big green eyes were filled with 
rage and pain. And something more. The pupils were 
dilated, unfocused, wavering. “I don’t know why I ex- 
pected you to understand. You’re little miss pilot, aren’t 
you? You don’t have a life outside the sky.” 

“Backoff.” 

“All I want from you is an opinion. Should I dump 
Joe?” 

Bailey wanted to shout yes! With Kate out of the 
picture, she might have a chance. Here was a silver- 
platter opportunity to shove Kate aside and slide her- 
self into Joe’s waiting arms. 

But Bailey hadn’t ever been able to manage the ma- 
nipulative games that some women played with such 
cleverness. Probably because she’d been brought up by 
Grandpa Mac, she’d never learned feminine wiles. She 
blurted, “Here’s my opinion, Kate. Your husband is a 
handsome son of a gun. More than that, he’s got 
something special to him. A spirit, a fire in his belly. If 
you divorced him, I’d go after him like a hound dog on 
a possum.” 

“You have the hots for Joe?” Kate’s beautiful mouth 
curved in an ugly sneer. “Oh, BaOey, that’s rich. You’re 
not his type at all.” 

Her words stung like a slap across Bailey’s face. 
Truth hurts, she thought. She wasn’t Joe’s type. Some- 
times, it seemed that she wasn’t anybody’s ty|3e. Bailey 
unfastened her seat belt. “Take the controls, Kate. I’m 
going to see the passengers.” 

Before she could slip through the curtains that sepa- 
rated the cockpit from the cabin, Kate grabbed her arm. 
Her fingernails pinched hard. “You don’t know what 
it’s like to be me, Bailey.” 
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“That’s for doggoned sure, lady. And I don’t want to 
know.” 

As she stepped into the rear cabin, Bailey suppressed 
a twinge of guilt. Probably, she should have pressured 
Kate into giving up the controls, should have insisted. 
Kate really did look as if she was sick or something. 

Oh, heck, she’d be fine, just fine. iCate could man- 
age the Otter. She was just having a bad day. 

Of course, that wasn’t a detail Bailey would share 
with the passengers. People liked to think that pilots 
were totally cool and without emotion. Never panicky. 
Never in mourning. Never depressed. 

Though Bailey served packaged nuts and handed out 
drinks, including a vodka for Charles Valente, with a 
cheerful, upbeat manner, Joe’s blue eyes shot a ques- 
tioning glance in her direction. Had he sensed somer 
thing? Did he know that his wife was planning to hit 
him with a separation? That must have been what Kate 
meant when she referred to a rough flight. 

Quickly, Bailey looked away from him. A marital 
squabble wasn’t any of her affair. All she needed to 
think about was the safety of the aircraft. Was Kate re- 
ally depressed? Was she overdramatizing? Was her 
ability to fly impaired? 

They hadn’t flown together often enough for Bailey 
to have a clear idea of Kate’s attitudes. Usually, the 
schedule avoided having both female pilot and copilot. 
They were the only two women who worked for Rocky 
Mountain Sky Air, and too many passengers had the 
same reaction as the nervous congressional aide. 

The last thing Bailey wanted was an incident while ^ 
they were both flying. She’d gone through hell to _ 
this job. Even though she’d been flying sinre she wasj 
kid, even though she’d passed all the certification' 


22 


Rule Breaker 


cedures with high scores, there just weren’t enough pi- 
lot jobs to go around. If Bailey got fired at Sky Air, it 
was unlikely she’d ever fly commercial again. She’d be 
stuck doing the twice-a-year shows for Mac Augus- 
tine’s World War II Airshow, dressing up like a kami- 
kaze pilot and zooming around in a detailed replica of 
a Japanese Zero. She needed more than that. She 
needed to fly at least twice a week. Twice a day would 
be better. 

She’d just finished serving the handsome actor guy in 
the back of the plane when she felt a hard bump and 
had to grab the edge of his seat to keep from sprawling 
flat on her face. 

“What was that?” he demanded. The coy joking was 
gone from his attitude. 

“A little turbulence,” she replied. 

“The hell it is,” He stared through the porthole win-, 
dow. “Something’s wrong. The propeller isn’t turn- 
ing.” 

Joe was standing right beside her. “He’s right, Bai- 
ley. That’s a stall on the right engine.” 

“We’U handle it,” she said. “You gentlemen sit back 
down.” 

The Otter wavered dangerously, tilting back and forth 
like a canoe on storm-tossed high seas. Bailey hurried 
up the narrow aisle to the cockpit. “Nothing to worry 
about, folks. Stay in your seats. Ksep your seat belts 
fastened.” 

In the cockpit, Kate shook her head and blinked fu- 
riously at the multitude of dials and switches as if she’d 
never seen them before. 

“What happened?” Bailey demanded. 
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The beautiful face was wiid-eyed, frightened. In- 
tensely, she whispered, “Oh, my god, I don’t want to 
die.” 

Bailey strapped herself in. The warning lights and 
instruments told her one story, but years of flying and 
working on planes gave her the truth. “We’re losing 
manifold pressure. One engine’s out. No problem. We 
can bring it in. Where are we?” 

“I’m off course. Wasn’t paying attention.” 

“We’ve lost altitude,” Bailey said. The horizon was 
much too low. 

Kate jerked back on the yoke and brought the nose 
up. The sudden angle was too steep. 

“Not like that,” Bailey said. She kept her voice calm, 
but her heart was beating in double time. From her co- 
pilot seat, Bailey tried to even them out, but she was 
fighting Kate’s controls. If they kept this up, they’d stall 
the other engine for sure. “Kate, give me the stick. We 
can still make it to Aspen.” 

“I’m the pilot. This is my plane.” 

Kate shook her head as if trying to clear it. Her feet 
on the rudder induced a rocking motion, like a baby’s 

cradle. And when the bough breaks 

Once again, Kate yanked up. 

The Otter made a ragged ascent, wobbling like a bird 
with a broken wing. 

“Damn you, Kate. Let me take it!” 

Sobbing, Kate obeyed. She folded her arms beneath 
her breasts, pulled her feet away from the pedals. 

Now Bailey was flying the Otter. Within seconds, she 
pushed the rudder hard to the left and cranked the yoke. 
The plane stabilized. But the damage had been done. 
The one operating engine coughed and sputtered. They 
were still losing power as if the plane were fuel starved. 
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But she pointed the nose downward. 

Bailey could feel the beginning of a spiral roll- A 
crash descent. She drew back her fist and jabbed at 
Kate’s perfect jaw. One punch and the pilot was out 
cold. 

Bailey had the controls. Using every bit of her skill, 
she eased them out of the spin. They were flying low, 
barely four hundred feet above the floor of a valley with 
rugg^ peaks rising up on either side, cutting off radio 
transmission. The ground winds in the mountains 
swooped in treacherous downdrafts. She tried to take it 
up, but the Otter was losing power. The left engine cut 
out, then started again. She had to land. Had to find an 
open space. 

A mountain field would be a disaster, full of ruts and 
holes that would catch the landing gear and jerk them 
to a sudden halt before the momentum was gone. The 
plane would break apart. But there wasn’t any choice. 

The Otter didn’t have enough lift to make it over the 
next ridge. 

Bailey sighted in on a long field of hay and prepared 
for landing. But something was wrong! Her instru- 
ment panel was blinking! 

Fighting the wind, flying on sheer instinct, Bailey 
knew what she had to do — glide the plane in without 
hitting any rocks. She’d made that kind of landing be- 
fore, but that was in Florida on water, not on hard, un- 
forgiving earth, where the fuel tanks could scrape on 
rock and explode in a fireball. Oh, sweet Lord, she 
didn’t want to die. 

Determined, Bailey sighted in on a field of tall grass. 
The tortured whine of the engine went dead. She cut the 
power. Behind her, in the cabin, the passengers 
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screamed. And, silently, Bailey begged for their for- 
giveness. 

She forgot all the proper procedures she’d been 
taught in flight school and reverted to the lessons of her 
youth, when she and Grandpa Mac had made a living 
in ancient planes held together by baling wire and duct 
tape. Her instincts took over, determining the dis- 
tances, feathering her touch. 

The ground was coming up fast. 

She hauled back on the yoke, keying the the nose up 
as she felt the earth beneath the landing gear. There was 
a huge rock in front of them. No steering. No brakes. 
Bailey yanked back. The plane bounced. She could'feel 
the gear break away. On their belly, they careered to- 
ward a wall of pine trees. The plane was breaking up. 
There was a jolt that threw her forward in her seat belt. 
They slammed to a halt. 

They weren’t dead. 

Bailey grabbed Kate’s shoulder and shook. “Wake 
up! Come on, Kate. You’ve got to get out of here be- 
fore we explode.” 

The passengers! 

Bailey fought her way free of her seat belt and 
charged back into the cabin. They’d lost the tail sec- 
tion, but the Otter was otherwise in one piece. She 
fought with the hatch, flinging it open. “Everyone out. 
Now!” 

Dazed, frightened eyes stared back at her. 

Then Joe took over. His voice was urgent. “Now, la- 
dies and gentlemen. Now! Get through that door fast 
and run like hell.” 

They didn’t need more instruction. The Otter emp- 
tied its belly fast. Bailey heard a piercing wail from the 
woman who had been concerned abut her husband’s 
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irinking. “He’s had a heart attack,” she shrieked. 
‘Help me! Charles, wake up! He’s dying.” 

Behind her, Bailey saw the actor type. He was 
slumped on the floor, unconscious. In the front of the 
plane, the congresswoman struggled to assist her 
mother, who couldn’t seem to rise from her seat. 

“Help me,” Jillian Grambling shouted. 

“Joe!” Bailey called to him. 

He turned away from the hatch door, where he was 
urging passengers out of the plane. “What, Bailey?” 
She pointed at the actor. 

“I’ve got him,” Joe responded, moving swiftly to the 
rear. 

The actor must have been out of his seat when they’d 
landed. He was bleeding profusely from a gash on his 
forehead. 

Joe hoisted him over his shoulder, fireman style, and 
carried him off the plane. 

Bailey went to the congresswoman. There couldn’t be 
more than a few seconds left. They were lucky that the 
tanks hadn’t exploded upon impact. No time to waste. 

The woman at the rear had her husband on his feet. 
He doubled over in pain, grabbing at his chest. 

The congresswoman sobbed, “Please, help me. I 
think my mother’s ankle is broken.’ ’ 

Bailey unfastened the seat belt of the tiny gray-haired 
woman. “Congresswoman, you get out. I’ll take care 
of your mother.” 

“I won’t leave her.” 

“You go,” the elderly woman said. 

There wasn’t time for discussion. Bailey managed to 
lift the woman. “Don’t put your weight on that leg ” 
“Tell ray daughter to get out.” 

“Come on, let’s go.” 
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Bailqr got her to the hatch. Wth Joe’s assistance, she 
helped the older woman down the few stairs. There was 
a smell in the air of heat, of impending explosion. 

She saw the actor, groaning on the ground. Too close. 
He was too close. They still weren’t clear of the plane, 
Bailey had to get back inside. There was still the man 
with the heart attack. And his wife. 

And Kate, unconscious at the controls. Bailey had to 
go back and rescue the pilot. 

The explosion hit. 

A red inferno blinded Bailey and seared away the 
tears. She felt an intense pain. Tlien she felt nothing at 
alt. 
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It wasn’t BaUey’s fault. That was what Grandpa Mac 
aid. Over and over, he told her that she wasn t to 
dame. 

Grandpa Mac had taken her to grief counselors, old 
juddies of his from the Veterans’ Administration, and 
hey had talked about posttraumatic stress disorder, 
flashbacks and survivor’s guilt. 

Nice labels, Bailey thought. But the words didn’t 
make her feel one whit better. Her parents had both 
been killed in a car accident when she was eight, and— 
as a child— she’d always treasured the hope that some- 
day they’d come back. She’d wanted to believe that 
death was a game like hide-and-seek. One day, it would 
end, and her parents would be whole and well and 
happy. 

As an adult, she knew better. Dead was dead. There 
were no second chances. She wasn’t going to look up 
and see Kate striding through the door with a confi- 
dent smile on her lips. 

Nor was Bailey relieved when the preliminary FAA 
investigation indicated mechanical failure as the cause 
for the crash. The Otter’s logs, detailing maintenance 
and repair, were completely in order. The problem with 
the fuel flow was just something that happened, an un- 
foreseeable failure of the equipment. 

Far from being blamed, Bailey was hailed as a hero- 
ine. Testimony from the passengers who survived dted 
her skillful landing and her action in getting most of 
them free from the plane before the wing tanks ex- 
ploded. 

Though the praise for her was almost unanimous, Joe 
Rivers had said nothing. He gave his statement for the 

FAA. To Bailey, he spoke not a word, and his silence 
was an accusation. 
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Since the crash, Bailey had only seen him once face- 
to-face. It was when she’d been in the hospital, sleep- 
ing in tortured fits, floating in and out of conscious- 
ness. 

The memory was sharp as a knife blade. She had 
wakened to Joe standing beside her bed, looking down 
at her. A sling held his left arm tight to his body. There 
was a small scratch on his cheek. An ocean of misery 
reflected in the blue of his eyes, but he held back the 
wash of tears. His gaze hardened. The fingers on his 
right hand clenched on the rail of her hospital bed, 
holding so hard that his knuckles went white. 

He had spoken in a whisper. “I need to know the 
truth,” he’d said. “How did it happen, Bailey? How 
did my wife die?” 

Bailey would take that truth to the grave. She could 
never tell Joe that Kate’s death was her fault, that she’d 
knocked Kate unconscious and left her, strapped into 
her seat, unable to escape. 

During the FAA investigations, she had testified that 
Kiate wasn’t feeling well. Therefore, Bailey had taken 
over the controls and performed the crash landing. 

And why, the investigators asked, hadn’t Kate left the 
cockpit? Why hadn’t she escaped the explosion? 

Bailey had said that Kate was unconscious and 
wouldn’t wake up when she shook her. 

The FAA investigators probed. How had Kate lost 
consciousness? Was the windshield broken? They asked 
about visible injuries, about damage to the cockpit. 

Bailey had lied. She said she didn’t know why Kate 
passed out. 

The lie would haunt her forever. The lie negated the 
FAA citations for heroism. The lie made it impossible 
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the plane went up in flames, she must have been stand- 
ing when the full force hit her. The witnesses said she’d 
been flung through the air. Her ankle had been badly 
sprained. Her forearms had been singed, but her face 
and body were spared, except for a deep scar that 
snaked down the right side of her back, from her 
shoulder to her waist. 

At the end of the airstrip, with her back to the planes, 
Bailey lowered herself on creaking joints and sat cross- 
legged, contemplating the skies. A wide-winged gull 
dipped and glided across the gold-and-pink dawn. A 
second bird joined the first, performing aerial acrobat- 
ics that were magnificent in their simplicity. 

Bailey yearned toward the heavens, wished to spread 
her arms and gather a piece of wind that would breathe 
new life into her body. She longed to soar, to return to 
the air, the only place she’d ever felt at home. 

But now, everything was different. 

She was afraid. The thrill, the anticipation, was gone. 
The skies were her enemy. The crash of Sky Air 642 had 
exiled her to earth. 

Logically, she knew that she had to fly again. Grand- 
pa Mac had been after her every day this week, urging 
her to try out his latest acquisition— a totally refur- 
bished, single-engine. World War II Spitfire with a 
Rolls-Royce engine. 

Bailey couldn’t do it. She’d gone so far as to climb 
into the one-person cockpit and taxi the Spitfire onto 
the end of the runway. And there she sat, trembling with 
terror, drenched in sweat. She couldn’t bring herself to 
take off. 

But she had to do it. She was scheduled to return to 
work at Rocky Mountain Sky Air in five days. 


Cassie Miles 


35 


“Damn.” She wasn’t ready. Not yet. Maybe never. 
This wasn’t like hopping back onto your bicycle after 
you’d lost your balance and fallen off. Five p>eople had 
died. Bailey had no right to pilot an airplane again. 

She saw a car parked at the end of the runway. The 
driver’ s-side door opened, and a man stepped out. He 
stretched and yawned, then reached back into the car 
and retrieved his suit jacket, which he shrugged into. He 
flexed his shoulders, tugged at the seams, then fiddled 
around with the Windsor knot on his necktie. He 
combed his fingers through his thick black hair. 

As he walked toward her, bis silhouette against the 
sky became mote clear. His stride was long. His move- 
ments purposeful and direct. Bailey thought she must 
still be dreaming, at the edge of a nightmare. 

The man who approached was Joe Rivers. 

She felt that she ought to be standing when she faced 
him, but her legs felt impossibly weak. How he must 
despise herl Bailey had been responsible for his beau- 
tiful wife’s death. 

When he was near enough for her to discern his fea- 
tures, she saw the hard glitter of his ice blue eyes. No 
trace of an acknowledging smile touched his lips. In one 
hand, he carried a briefcase. The other arm swung 
stiffly at his side. His fingers curled into a fist. 

She could read his intention clearly. He was coming 
for her like an executioner. He was here to accuse her. 

Resistance fired within her like a jet burner. She 
couldn’t sit here on the runway, cowering before him 
like a pathetic and helpless little girl. Summoning up the 
shreds of her confidence like a limp and tattered ban- 
ner, she forced herself to stand 
“Hi, Joe.” 
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“Bailey.” He nodded. “I understand that you haven’t 
been flying.” 

“That is correct.” 

“Good.” He stopped four feet away from her, as if 
he couldn’t abide coming any closer. “Do you intend to 
pilot a plane again?” 

Bailey lifted her chin. “Yes.” 

“Private plane?” 

A decision snapped through her. “I intend to return 
to my job at Sky Air in five days.” 

“Don’t pack your bags just yet.” His challenge was 
clear and harsh. 

“What do you mean, Joe? Have you got a problem 
with me going back to work?” 

“I want the truth,” he said. “And I’ll keep you 
grounded until I get it.” 

“I’ve been cleared, Joe.” 

“Not until the investigation is over. As you know, 
Bailey, I work for the FAA. I’ve asked to be assigned to 
the ongoing investigation of the crash of Sky Air 642.” 

She was shocked by this revelation. Though she knew 
Joe worked as a sky cop for the FAA, it seemed highly 
irregular to assign the husband of a victim to look into 
the cause of a crash. Plus, she’d thought the cause of 
the crash had been officially determined: mechanical 
failure. 

"I have questions,” His words ground out, harsh as 
a rasp against steel. He cleared his throat. “I’m here to 
take your statement.’ ’ 

“I ALREADY DID my talking,” Bailey said. “Weeks 
ago.” 

“I’ve listened to the tapre.” Joe had played it over and 
over, endlessly repeating her words, trying to find the 
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answer. “There were details missing. I need to hear it 
from you, from your mouth.” 

“Should I have an attorney present?” 

“If you need one, yes.” 

She glared up at him. Her eyes were black as char- 
coal, sullen as slowly burning embers. 

He remembered that anger. Once before, he d seen 
evidence of her hot temper. The first time he’d met 
Bailey Fielding was at a Sky Air hangar party at the 
airfield. One of the guys had been teasing her, and she’d 
flared up at him like a rocket taking off for the moon. 
Without using one word of profanity, she’ d read him up 
one side and down the other, called him a low-life, 
skunk-tailed son of a river rat. She had been so con- 
sumed by her outrage that she hadn’t even noticed that 
the entire party had come to a halt while everyone stood 
and listened to her fiery. Southern-accented speech. 
When she stopped, she looked around, embarrassed, 
and had flushed a bright crimson. 

At the time, Joe remembered, he and Kate had 
laughed about the incident. Bailey Fielding was a char- 
acter— 'a tall, wiry woman with angular amr; and in- 
ciedibly long legs. Her long, straight hair was always 
skimmed back in a no-nonsense ponytail. Though Kate 
had been disdainful of Bailey’s lack of feminim'ty, Joe 
thought she looked exactly like a female pilot should 
look. No matter how clumsy she was in her personal 
life, there was an unshakable confidence m ter man- 
ner. 
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off course. Something that caused the dips and dives 
that lost precious feet of altitude after the initial stall of 
the starboard engine. 

Joe needed to know how and why. Was the crash 
Kate’s fault? Had she screwed up? Joe was well aware 
that the investigators had given his wife every benefit of 
the doubt. But he wanted to know the truth. 

“Come with me,” she said. “If you’re going to ask 
me questions, we might as well go inside and sit down.’ ’ 

When she turned away from him, her shoulders were 
stiff with tension. She wore a sleeveless, long-tailed shirt 
and baggy shorts. Though she walked slowly, there was 
a halt in her step. 

Instinctively, he found himself admiring the long legs 
and slender, lanky body of Bailey Fielding. He felt a 
strange stirring, a warmth. Joe pulled his eyes away. He 
didn’t want to start liking her. 

At the wood-frame beach bouse, they were greeted by 
a tall, silver-haired man with an eagle beak of a nose. 
He wore the most god-awful Hawaiian patterned shirt 
that Joe had ever seen. 

“This is my grandfather,” Bailey said. “Mac Au- 
gustine, this is Joe Rivers with the FAA.” 

The old man shook his hand with an iron grip. His 
eyes, dark as Bailey’s, bored into Joe’s. “What the hell 
are you doing here, son?” 

“I’m an FAA investigator.” 

“An investigator? I thought this case was closed.” 

We don’t have all the answers. The file stays open 
until we fill in all the blanks.” 

“Why are you bothering Bailey?” Mac bristled, 
ready to defend his granddaughter. “She’s a damn sight 
better pilot than anyone else I know, and I’ve known 
them all. Been flying since the forties.” 
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“Okay.” Her fingers tightened around the coffee 
mug. “But it seems to me like you’re playing games.” 

“Why were you out of your copflof s chair?’ 

“In flight, the Otter only requires one pilot,” she 
said. “The copilot is recommended fox takeoff and 
landing. During the rest of the flight, it was one of my 
duties to see to the comfort of the passengers.” 

“No hostess?” 

“Not on an Otter. There’s only room for twenty pas- 
sengers, max.” Exasperation was evident in her voice. 
“You know that, Joe. It’s not required. Why are you 
really here?” 

“This is my job.” 

“Is it?” 

‘ T don’t have to answer to you, Bailey. It’s my job to 
protect the public safety. If I determine that you’re a 
danger to yourself or to others—” 
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‘ ‘The Otter was off course. When did that happen?” 

“I don’t know. When I returned to the cockpit, I re- 
alized we had drifted to the north. It wasn’t really a big 
deal. It could have been easily corrected if the plane had 
been functioning properly.” 

He studied her carefuUy. There was really only one 
question he was burning to ask, only one pain-filled 
query. But Joe bided his time, building slowly, asking 
her to repeat every procedure along the way. Her ac- 
count of the incident was exactly the same as it had been 
several weeks ago. 

According to Bailey, she’d returned to the cockpit, 
discovered that one engine was already gone. The plane 
was beginning to roll. Kate turned the controls over to 
Bailey. 

“Why?” he demanded. In listening to the tapes, he 
knew that this was the point when Bailey’s account fal- 
tered. ‘‘Kate was proud of her ability as a pilot. Why 
would she relinquish the controls to you?” 

‘‘She wasn’t feeling well.” 

Joe noticed a flicker at the comer of her steady brown 
eyes. It was an infinitesimal tic. If he hadn’t been 
watching carefully, he wouldn’t have noticed the move- 
ment. A first signal of anger? He was certain that Bai- 
ley had something to hide. 

‘‘She wasn’t feeing well,” he repeated the words as he 
scribbled them in his notebook. “That’s very strange, 
Bailey. I was with Kate that morning, and she didn't .say 
anything about feeling ill. You wouldn’t lie to me, 
would you?” 

“I’d advise you to knock it off, Joe Rivers. Right 
now.” 

“What?” He spread his hands, all innocence. “What 
are you talking about?” 
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“You know perfectly well what Fm saying here.” Her 
dark eyes flared. “You know what was wrong with 
her.” 

“Dol?” 

She leaned forward, her elbows rested on the table- 
top. “I’m talking about her medication, Joe.” 

A sickening sense of triumph churned in his gut. This 
was a new piece of information from Bailey. She hadn’t 
mentioned medication before. Smoothly, he pressed for 
more detail. “Exactly what medication was that? Do 
you remember?” 

“Some kind of antidepressants.” 

“And why didn’t you mention this in the prior FAA 
investigation?” 

“I didn’t see any reason to smear the reputation of a 
good pilot who had died in the line of duty.” She lev- 
eled a hard glare at him. “Obviously, you think differ- 
ently.” 

‘ ‘I want the truth. And, as far as I know, Kate wasn’t 
taking any prescription drugs.” 

Bailey sipped her coffee. She crossed her long legs. 
Stalling? “Then I must be mistaken. You were her hus- 
band, Joe. You should have known her better than 
anybody.” 

Should have, he thought. But the sad truth was that 
he and Kate had grown apart. He’d been on a lot of 
long assignments out of state. “Just for the sake of ar- 
gument,” he said, “let’s assume that Kate was taking 
medication. What was it for?” 

“Just assuming. . .” She mocked his tone. “I’d say 
the usual reason for antidepressants is that somebody’s 
depressed.” 

“Was Kate depressed?” 
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“She was . . . moody.” Bailey pushed away from the 
table and went to the sink, where she rinsed out her mug 
and stuck it in the dishwasher. “I don’t know. I’m not 
a medical person. But it sure seemed to me, on the day 
of the crash, that Kate was sick. If it wasn’t the pills, 
maybe she was just coming down with something, a flu 
or something. Her eyes were unfocused. Her hands 
shook. And she said something about being unhappy.” 

“Kate?” She’d been vivacious and enthusiastic. Even 
when they argued, which they’d done with great fre- 
quency in the last year of their marriage, she fought 
with vigor. “She wasn’t a sad kind of person.” 

“Listen, Joe. I don’t know why you’re asking me 
these questions if you think you already know the an- 
swers.” 

He leaned back in his chair, knowing that she was 
right. His interrogation technique was sloppy. He was 
too much involved. Usually, Joe was renowned for be- 
ing cool and incisive. But this was about Kate, about her 
death. 

Joe took a deep breath, prepared himself to be more 
professional. “All right, Bailey, let’s go back to the 
cockpit. 'When you were both aware of the mechanical 
problem, you were the one who landed the plane.” 

“Yes,” she said. 

“After the plane landed, you returned to the cabin, 
popped the hatch and ordered the passengers to get out 
as quickly as possible.” 

“Yes. That’s right.” 

He stared into the dark depths of her eyes, trying to 
see the truth. This was the one question that had 
plagued him since the beginning of the investigation, 
since the crash itself. “Where was Kate? Why wasn’t she 
helping you?” 
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‘ ‘ She was unconscious ’ 

“Injured?” he pressed. “Did she hit her head in the 
landing?” 

“I don’t remember.” 

“But you knew she was unconscious, strapped into 
the pilot’s chair by her seat belt and shoulder harness.’ ’ 
“Yes.” 

‘ ‘And you didn’t go back to get her.’ ’ 

“I didn’t know how much time 1 had.” Bailey’s voice 
went flat. “Everything was happening fast. I don’t re- 
member what I was thinking.” 

“How was Kate injured?” 

“I don’t remember.” 

Joe knew that she was lying. He could feel it in the 
marrow of his bones. Bailey wasn’t telling him the truth. 
She’d left something out, and that was the key to why 
his wife hadn’t escaped the explosion, why she’ d burned 
to death. 

It might take weeks, might take months or years. But 
he was determined to break through Bailey’s decep- 
tion. He’d make her eat those lies. Before this investi- 
gation was over, he would know the truth. 

“Joe,” she said quietly. 

His frustration, his disgust for her, was thunderous. 
He hoped like hell that she wasn’t going to try to pull 
some kind of “poor little me” routine. “What is it?” 
he snapped. “Has your memory finally returned?” 

“Joe, I’m so sorry. Kate told me, just before we went 
down.” 

“What did she tell you?” 

“About the baby. About her pregnancy. Six weeks 
along.” 

Though her voice was soft, the words echoed in his 
bead. 




Chapter Three 


“You’re wrong,” he repeated. 

As he spoke, Bailey saw a transformation in Joe 
Rivers. He was enraged. And he was dangerous. 

His civilized veneer was gone, stripped away to re- 
veal a primal fury that burned as steadily as the un- 
blinking stare of a predator about to strike. The edge to 
his anger was manifested in a lethal calm. He lifted the 
coffee mug to his lips. His breathing didn’t falter. His 
darkly tanned skin paled only slightly. The light in his 
blue eyes flashed once, then stilled. 

The silence that filled the room felt like the prelude 
to a hurricane. Bailey’s skin prickled. Her rib cage 
tightened as the storm gathered and sucked the air from 
her lungs. 

His baritone voice dropped a key as he slowly spoke. 
“You’re telling me that my wife was having an affair. 
That she was carrying another man’s child.’ ’ 

Though Bailey was proud of her own self-control, she 
was no match for . him. His edge, razor sharp, fright- 
ened her. 

A shiver, deeper than fear, racked her body. She felt 
exposed to him. Her knees were suddenly too weak to 
stand, and she braced herself on the edge of the kitchen 
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sink. Why had she spoken? Why had she mentioned any 
part of the conversation she and Kate had had in the 
cockpit? 

Throughout the interrogations with the other FAA 
officials, Bailey had been able to keep Kate’s secrets. 
But there was a strength in Joe, an overwhelming per- 
suasive power, that compelled her to speak. 

“Bailey, tell me the truth.” 

She ne^ed to escape from him before she said too 
much. She needed to run. “This conversation is over, 
Joe.” 

“No.” 

“It’s not important.” 

“What did Kate say?” Joe demanded in that hyp- 
notic voice. “What else did she tell you?” 

“It’s not important. Whatever Kate told me doesn’t 
have anything to do with the crash.” 

“What happened in that cockpit?” 

Bailey pushed away from the sink. The screen door 
was only a few paces away. If she went outside, she 
could find Grandpa Mac; Joe’s fearful spell over her 
would be broken. Hesitantly, she moved toward the 
door. 

“Answer me.” His voice was like low, distant thun- 
der. 

Just a few more steps, she thought. Outside, she 
could escape his questions and his power. Her hand 
reached for the doorknob. 

There was a crash as Joe’s chair hit the kitchen floor. 
In an instant, he was beside her. His hands grasped her 
upper arm, and he whipped her around. He held her 
tight, only inches away from his face. “What did she 
say?” 
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Bailey swallowed the ciy that rose in her throat. She 
didn’t struggle in Joe’s grip, wouldn’t give him the sat- 
isfaction of behaving like a scared rabbit. She looked 
him straight in the eye and repeated, “Kate told me, 
tight before we went down, that she was pregnant. 

“Six weeks pregnant,’’ he clarified. 

“That was what she said.’’ 

His grasp loosened. He stepped back, away from her. 
Slowly, he turned his chair upright and sat at the kitchen 


table. 

Now, she was free to escape. But Bailey didn’t want 
to. His rage ebbed as quickly as it had appeared. Qui- 
etly, she sat opposite him and said, “I’m sorry, Joe.” 
“I don’t ne^ your sympathy.” 

Nor did he need to count the days. After Kate diec, 
he had replayed their last months together, dosns cf 
times. Each time, he had cursed himself for being gene 
too often and too long. Eight weeks. 

They had made love on the night before she disc, bar 
it had been eight weeks before that He’d been cn an 
assignment in Alaska, and on the two weekends he canis 
home, Kate had once been out of town wirh £ brans' 
flight and once they’d fought. 

He’d suspected the affair. Thoush hadr ' - 

fessed, she’ d been evasive. For the nasr ssn. nhn ' 
hinting that there might be ancih^ nras 

His gaze rested on Baxter ncr s-r 


or even as a human beins: 

“I don’t know.” 

He stared through hen 
petty subterfuse. ‘‘‘Sicr-' C' 
dead.” ^ -- — 


‘I’m not proteefeo 
‘Tell me.” 
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“I can’t.” She slammed the flat of her hand down on 
the tabletop. “I don’t know.” 

“Here’s something you do know,” he said, "As an 
FAA invKtigator, I have the authority to pull your pi- 
lot’s license.” 

“Ate you threatening me?” 

“Tell me what you know about Kate’s boyfriend, and 
you’ll never have to find out how many ways I can mess 
up your life.” 

“Why would you do that? It’s not fair.” 

“Hey, you’re a big girl, Bailey. You must know by 
now that life isn’t fair. All I need to pull your license is 
my own judgment that you’re incompetent. Sure, you 
can petition to get the license back. But it might take 
months, and you’d always have that stain on your rec- 
ord.” 

“But that’s a lie!” 

“You were piloting a plane that crashed,” he said. 
“Five people died.” 

“I did everything I could. You were there, Joe. You 
know that I did the right stuff.” 

“Do 1? As 1 recall, you didn’t want me in the cock- 
pit.” 

“I didn’t know how bad it was. Not at first.” 

“But later, you knew. You could have called me up 
there.” 

A horrible doubt slithered through her mind like a 
venomous reptile. If she’d called Joe into the cockpit, 
could the crash have been prevented? He might have 
been able to reason with Kate, might have brought her 
to her senses and kept her from pulling strange maneu- 
vers. If BCate hadn’t been jerking on the controls, they 
might have prevented the stress on the engine. They 
might have made it to an airfield. 
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“Even if I bad called yon forward,” she whispered, 
“I don’t think you could have done anything differ- 
ently than I did.” 

Seeking affirmation, she searched his expression, 
tried to read his mind. But he said nothing. 

With heartfelt fervor, she added, “I sure as heck wish 
you had been the one flying the O^r, Joe. Then you 
could live with these nightmares.” 

“Guilt,” he said. 

“I keep backing up and thinking there was some- 
thing else I could have done.” 

“You made mistakes,” he said. 

“We all do.” 

His simple statements v/ere torture for her— sharp 
darts with barbed edges that stuck in her flesh and 
spread poison through her mind. Yes, she felt guilty, 

• Yes, she’d made mistakes, 

“If you could do it over,” he said, “what would you 
change? What would you do differently?” 

“When I first noticed that Kate wasn’t feeling right, 
I would have taken over the controls. I should have 
overridden Kate’s authority as pilot.” 

Too well, she remembered that precise moment. Bai- 
ley had been foolish enough to confess that she was in- 
terested in Joe. Kate had told her, point-blank, that she 
“wasn’t his type.” 

Pride and humiliation bad driven Bailey from the 
cockpit. Somewhere in the back of her head, she knew 
better than to let her emotions get the better of hot. But 
she’d left Kate, depressed and shaky, alone in the cock- 
pit. The next thing she knew, they w’ere on the vszss of 
going down. 

Joe’s low voice was almost seductive. “TeE me a&cut 
it, Bailey. Why didn’t you take the controls?” 
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Her jaw thrust at a stubborn angle. She sure as heck 
wasn’t going to tell him that she’d been embarrassed by 
having a crush on him. “Kate was the pilot. The plane 
went down because of mechanical failure.’’ 

“But there was something you could have done.” 

“No.” 

“Tell me the truth. What were you and Kate talking 
about in the cockpit?” 

“Nothing important.” 

“Tell me about Kate. Who was her lover?” 

Or else he’d take away her license. Bailey glared back 
at him. Her temper ignited. Take away her license? He 
might as well take away her life. Without flying, there 
was no reason to go on living. She couldn’t be 
grounded, couldn’t bear to walk through life when she 
could fly. 

“Listen here, Joe Rivers, you might have some kind • 
of high muckamuck authority with the FAA, but you’re 
acting like a long-tongued, scaly, disgusting swamp liz- 
ard, fighting in the ooze with the snakes for a carrion 
bite of rotten meat. You come here, to my grandpa 
Mac’s home, and you threaten me? As if you had the 
right? I’m done talking. If you were smart, you’d pack 
up your briefcase and hit the road.” 

“Then, you prefer a formal hearing.” 

“I prefer a reasonable attitude. You don’t give two 
hoots and a holler about the crash. What about the 
other people who died? Jillian, Eleanor, Charles and 
Dee Valente? Do you care about them?” 

“Of course.” 

She surged to her feet. “You don’t. Right now, all 
you’re concerned about is your hotshot, fly-boy male 
pride. You’re struck to the very depths of your fester- 
ing soul by the fact that your wife was messing around. 
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ril tell you right now, Joe Rivers, that’s not my prob- 
lem.” 

Her temper gave her strength. She didn’t limp as she 
circled the table and pushed open the screen door. Now 
she was leaving, but she wasn’t running away. She was 
simply choosing another direction, away from Joe Riv- 
ers. 

Bailey marched through the grasses and the beach 
palms to the edge of the tarmac runway. The thick heat 
of a Florida summer was nowhere near as hot as the 
blazing inferno of her fury. 

“Bailey!” 

She heard him calling her name, but she just kept 
walking. There was nothing else she could say to Joe 
Rivers. Talk about misjudging a man! She’d thought he 
was somebody she might care about; she’d been at- 
tracted to him, believed he was a good guy. Wrong, 
wrong, wrong, oh, my gracious, she’d been wrong. 

When Joe ran up beside her and caught hold of her 
arm, she yanked away. “Don’t make me hit you, Joe.” 
“What?” 

She spun around. “You heard me. If you don’t cease 
to pester me. I’m going to land a roundhouse right 
smack in the center of your sorry face.” 

But it wasn’t a sorry-Iooking face, she realized as her 
dark eyes clashed again with his. He was probably the 
most handsome man she’d ever known. His black hair 
was mussed. His jaw was tight. And his eyes, oh Lord, 
his eyes were the deepest, purest blue. They penetrated 
straight to her soul. She longed to touch him, to col- 
lapse against his strong shoulder and sob until the pain 
had passed. 

But she couldn’t. Not now. Not ever. 

‘T won’t tell you I’m sorry,” he said. 
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“Then we’ve got no reason to stand here jawing. 
Think about this, Joe. Why would Kate and I share 
confidences? We didn’t have anything in common. You 
knew that, didn’t you?” 

He shrugged. 

“Come on, Joe. Apart from the fact that we were 
both female pilots, we couldn’t have been more differ- 
ent. She had men coming after her like fleas to a hound. 
They were drawn to her. She was pretty and flashy and 
bright.” 

“So are you,” he said. 

He couldn’t have shocked her more if he’d smacked 
her up the side of the head with a two-by-four. She ac- 
tually fell back a pace. “What?” 

“You’re pretty, too. In a different way than Kate. In 
a quiet way.” 

Her eyes narrowed. “You’re making fun.” 

“I’m just telling the truth. It’s an observation. Don’t 
get all carried away.” 

“No, sir. I wouldn’t do that.” But the day seemed 
suddenly brighter, as if the sun had come out from be- 
hind a cloud. Joe thought she was pretty? 

“All I want is the truth,” he said. “Now if Kate re- 
ally was pregnant, she might have been airsick. What do 
you call it— morning sickness? That might have im- 
paired her judgment. How can I find out if it’s true?” 

"Check with her doctor,” Bailey said. That was so 
obvious. 

“The only doctor I know was the one she was re- 
quired to see for annual physicals.” 

“I happen to know the name of her gynecologist be- 
cause I was looking for somebody when I moved to 
Denver and Kate recommended her doc. She’s at the 
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Lakewood Women’s Clinic, and her name is Rose 
Quarry.” 

“Thanks. Can 1 use your phone? I’ll put it on my 
credit card.” 

He’d already started back toward the house vih&a she 
called to him. “Joe?” 

He pivoted and faced her. “Yes?” 

“There was another doctor, too. I don’t know his 
name. But he was a psychiatrist.” 

“I see.” Joe was beginning to think he didn’t know 
anything about his deceased wife. She was going to a 
psychiatrist, and she hadn’t seen fit to inform him. 
“Bailey, do you remember anything about this doc- 
tor?” 

She shook her head. “Kate mentioned his name a 
couple of times, but 1 can’t recall it. Oh, I almost met 
him once. Kate pointed out his plane, a Beechcraft Bo- 
nanza, that he hangared at Centennial Airfield.” 

“Would you remember that plane if you saw it 
again?” 

“Probably better than I’d remember the man,” she 
admitted. “The plane had a silver tail. Oh, yeah, and 
the call letters included Delta Romeo. ‘DR.’ Which I 
thought was kind of cute since he was a doctor. Any- 
how, I guess that was how Kate bumped into him in the 
first place. At the airport. He specializes in helpms: 
people who are afraid of flying.” * 

“I might need you to identify the euy " 

“Sure.” 

A tiny frown played at the comer of hsr wfce mcirn. 
and Joe found her expression to be strassei- szifszr- 
mg. Unlike Kate, Bailey displayed her ev^'e^rr^r- 
^ght now, he could tell that she was pnzz^ 
he asked. 
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“Fm sorry for your tragedy, Joe.” 

“My wife,” he said, “was pregnant.” ' 

“Yes. We’d talked about how long it would be safe 
for her to pilot an aircraft and about the recovery time 
after delivery.” 

His heart pounded in his throat. “How far along was 
she?” 

“Let me pull up her file on the computer. I already 
had her scheduled for an amnio because of the possible 
complications from her antidepressants.” 

Joe swallowed hard. “Right.” 

“Here we are,” said Dr. Quarry. “Kate was about six 
weeks pregnant. That was what we had figured.” 

' ‘Thank you. Doctor.” The confirmation of the worst 
news a husband can have about his wife burrowed into 
his skin. He’d have to live with it. “By the way, could 
you give me the name of the doctor who prescribed the 
antidepressant medication?” 

“Why?” 

“I wanted to talk with him. He’s a psychiatrist, isn’t 
he? It’s been difficult for me to deal with Kate’s death.” 

“I understand,” she said. “But I can’t give you that 
information, Joe. Kate’s medical records are privi- 
leged. Again, I’m sorry for your loss.” 

He could have pressed. He could have told her that he 
was with the FAA and doing an investigation into the 
crash, but Joe wasn’t in the mood to pull all the offi- 
cial strings. “Thank you. Doctor.” 

He hung up the telephone receiver. The fight drained 
from him as he accepted the cold, hard facts. His wife 
had been pregnant with another man’s child. He had 
been completely blind. He had somehow missed the 
signals that their marriage was over. Their love was 
gone. Dead. 
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“Well, if you’ie thinking I might ID this shrink, that 
must mean you’re thinking I’ll be back in Denver. And 
that,’’ she concluded, “means I’d be working as a pilot 
for Sky Air again.” 

He nodded. 

“So you’ie not going to pull my pilot's license?” 

When he gazed down Into her bright eyes and saw a 
glimmer of hope, Joe almost wished he could reassure 
her. He almost shared her hopefulness. 

He steeled himself. Bailey Fielding was his adver- 
sary. She was holding him back from the truth. 

Harshly, he said, “I’m not making any promi^.” 

To her credit, she didn’t argue or beg. Bailey turned 
on her heel and strode toward one of the hangars at the 
end of the runway. 

Joe trudged back to the small beach house. Though 
he was still tense, Bailey’s outburst had brought him 
back from the outer boundaries of his anger. He was 
sane enough to realize that investigating the crash 
probably didn’t have much to do with Kate’s preg- 
nancy. But it was still something he needed to verify. 
For himself. 

After a call to information, he reached the Lake- 
wood Women’s Clinic and was put on hold for Dr. 
Quarry, listening to recorded music. The song was a 
classic, “You Are So Beautiful.” That certainly had 
applied to Kate. Blond and utterly lovely. When they 
had married, he thought she was the most jjerfect crea- 
ture he’d ever seen. Now, seven years later, he still paid 
homage to a beauty that would never fade in his mem- 
ory. But she hadn’t been perfect. 

“Hello?” a female voice came over the phone. “This 
is Dr. Rose Quarry.” 

“My name is Joe Rivers, and I beh'eve my wife—” 



“I’m sorry for your tragedy, Joe.” 

“My wife,” he said, “was pregnant.” • 

“Yes. We’d talked about how long it would be safe 
for her to pilot an aircraft and about the recovery time 
after delivery.” 

His heart pounded in his throat. “How far along was 
she?” 

“Let me pull up her file on the computer. I already 
had her scheduled for an amnio because of the possible 
complications from her antidepressants.” 

Joe swallowed hard. “Right.” 

“Here we are,” said Dr. Quarry. “Kate was about six 
weeks pregnant. That was what we had figured.” 

“Thank you. Doctor.” The confirmation of the worst 
news a husband can have about his wife burrowed into 
his skin. He’d have to live with it. “By the way, could 
you give me the name of the doctor who prescribed the 
antidepressant medication?” 

“Why?” 

“I wanted to talk with him. He’s a psychiatrist, isn’t 
he? It’s been difficult for me to deal with Kate’s death.” 

“I understand,” she said. “But I can’t give you that 
information, Joe. Kate’s medical records are privi- 
leged. Again, I’m sorry for your loss.” 

He could have pressed. He could have told her that he 
was with the FAA and doing an investigation into the 
crash, but Joe wasn't in the mood to pull all the offi- 
cial'strings. “Thank you. Doctor.” 

He hung up the telephone receiver. The fight drained 
from him as he accepted the cold, hard facts. His wife 
had been pregnant with another man’s child. He had 
been completely blind. He had somehow missed the 
signals that their marriage was over. Their love was 
gone. Dead. 
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“Well, if you’re thinking I might ID this shrink, that 
must mean you’re thinking I’ll be back iii Denver. And 
that,’’ she concluded, “means I’d be working as a pilot 
for Sky Air again.’’ 

He nodded. 

“So you’re not going to pull my pilot’s license?” 

When he gazed down into her bright eyes and saw a 
glimmer of hope, Joe almost wished he could reassure 
her. He almost shared her hopefulness. 

He steeled himself. Bailey Fielding was his adver- 
sary. She was holding him back from the truth. 

Harshly, he said, “I’m not making any promises.” 

To her credit, she didn’t argue or beg. Bailey turned 
on her heel and strode toward one of the hangars at the 
end of the runway. 

Joe trudged back to the small beach house. Though 
he was still tense, Bailey’s outburst had brought him 
back from the outer boundaries of his anger. He was 
sane enough to realize that investigating the crash 
probably didn’t have much to do with Kate’s preg- 
nancy. But it was still something he needed to verify. 
For himself. 

After a call to information, he reached the Lake- 
wood Women’s Clinic and was put on hold for Dr. 
Quarry, listening to recorded music. The song was a 
classic. “You Are So Beautiful.” That certainly had 
applied to Kate. Blond and utterly lovely. When they 
had married, he thought she was the most perfect crea- 
ture he’d ever seen. Now, seven years later, he still paid 
homage to a beauty that would never fade in his mem- 
ory. But she hadn’t been perfect. 

“Hello?” a female voice came over the phone. “This 
is Dr. Rose Quarry.” 

“My name is Joe Rivers, and I believe my wife—” 
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“I’m sorry for your tragedy, Joe.” 

“My wife,” he said, “was pregnant.” ' 

“Yes. We’d talked about how long it would be safe 
for her to pilot an aircraft and about the recovery time 
after delivery.” 

His heart pounded in his throat. “How far along was 
she?” 

“Let me pull up her file on the computer. I already 
had her scheduled for an amnio because of the possible 
complications from her antidepressants.” 

Joe swallowed hard. “Right.” 

“Here we are,” said Dr. Quarry. “Kate was about sis 
weeks pregnant. That was what we had figured.” 

“Thank you, Doctor.” The confirmation of the worst 
news a husband can have about his wife burrowed into 
his skm. He’d have to live with it. “By the way, code 
you give me the name of the doctor who prescribed ds 
antidepressant medication?” 

“Why?” 

“I wanted to talk with him. He’s a psj'cfe&t:^ rir't 
he? It’s been difficult for me to deal with Sare'? ~ 
“I understand,” shesaid. “Butlcan’tgfreTnrrirt 
information, Joe. Kate’s medical records are rrd- 
leged. Again, I’m sorry for your loss.” 

He could have press^. He could csv£ hsr drHthe 


was with the FAA and doing a:t fcvsdExxir hrr is 
crash, but Joe wasn’t in the nrcoc tr rdl si 
cial'strings. “Thank you, Doctord 
He hung up the telephone Its 

from him as he accq^ted the edii hard ^ 
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Mac Augustine strode through the door and poured 
himself another cup of coffee. Standing over the sink, 
he struck a sulfurous kitchen match, lit a cigarette and 
inhaled deeply before blowing the smoke through his 
nostrils like an aging dragon. “Bailey only lets me 
smoke five times a day. Makes a man savor his nico- 
tine.” 

Joe said nothing. His private thoughts blanked the 
surface of his mind. 

“Women, eh?” Mac relished another drag on his 
smoke. “Can’t live with ’em, can’t live without ’em.” 

Joe might have been willing to try living without the 
female of the species. 

“Know what I think?” Mac continued. “Looks to 
me like Bailey has a little bit of a crush on you.” 

“Doubtful,” Joe said. “She just called me a long- 
tongued, scaly, disgusting swamp lizard.” 

Mac laughed. “For Bailey, that’s a term of endear- 
ment.” 

“Yeah? I don’t think I want to hear what she says 
when she really hates you.” 

“I think maybe you like her, too.” Mac’s drawl curled 
around his smile. “I bet that’s why you came down 
here, all the way to Florida.” 

“It’s my job,” Joe said. “I’m investigating the 
crash.” 

Mac blew smoke toward the lazily turning blades of 
the ceiling fan. “That’s what you say. But since my lit- 
tle girl was flying the plane, I know there wasn’t a 
chance of pilot error. And the cause, according to you 
FAA boys, was mechanical failure. How come you’re 
really here, Joe?” 

“There’s something about this case that doesn’t fit.” 

“Are you thinking of sabotage?” 
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Joe looked up sharply. Of course, the potential for 
sabotage was investigate ih every crash. But the FAA 
had pretty much dismissed that possibility in this situ- 
ation. There hadn’t been a bomb on board. No terror- 
ist groups had claimed responsibility. Losing power was 
not an unheard-of occurrence. Mechanical problems 
happened far more often than pilots liked to admit. 
Usually, you only lost one engine. Usually, the pilot was 
able to find a field and bring the plane down safely. But 
in the mountains, there weren’t good landing areas. 

“Sabotage,” Joe said. “No.” 

Couldn’t be. Even if the engines had been tampered 
with, it would be impossible to prove. The Otter had 
been demolished when the fuel tanks exploded. On a 
small plane, there wasn’t evidence from a black box, 
because there was no such instrument on board. 

“I wouldn’t rule it out,” Mac said. “It wouldn’t be 
too hard to do. The fuel line could be weakened so it 
would break during the expansion and contraction at 
high altitude.” 

‘ ‘There was nothing left of the fuel lines,” Joe said. 

“Keep sabotage in mind,” Mac said. “There was a 
powerful woman on that plane. That congresswoman. 
And she had some mighty powerful enemies.” 

And JUIian had been replaced by her husband, Ted, 
whose stance on certain key issues was the opposite to 
the way Jillian would have voted. Still, Joe mentally re- 
futed the suggestion. “Doesn’t seem possible. I’ve in- 
vestigated hundreds of crashes, and there was only one 
that I’d say was sabotage. That involved a small explo- 
sive device,’ 

“Only one that you know about,” Mac said. “There 
might have been others. It’s hard to prove.” 
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“In this case, impossible. There was nothing to in- 
dicate sabotage in the wreckage of flight 642.” Joe al- 
lowed his mind to wander along this path. “Of course, 
there are the jjeople involved. I could refocus on ques- 
tioning the survivors, then expand the field of involve- 
ment.” 

“You could.” Mac inhaled deeply. “Somehow, I 
don’t think our new congressman from Colorado, Ted 
Grambling, would take kindly to that kind of poking 
and prodding.” 

“I’ll keep it in mind,” Joe said. 

“You’d have to be careful, son. You might provoke 
the wrong people and get Bailey in trouble. If some- 
body screwed up the Otter and they think she knows 
something about it, they’d come after her.” 

“Maybe.” 

“Let me tell you something, Joe. If you do any- 
thing, and I do mean anything, to hurt my grand- 
daughter, I swear to the good Lord above that I will 
crush you.’ ’ He ground out his cigarette in the sink and 
washed the residue of ash down the drain. “Do you 
read me?” 

“Loud and clear.” 

Outside THE RAMSHACKLE hangar within sniffing dis- 
tance of the salt-sprayed beach, Bailey strapped herself 
into the single-person cockpit of the perfectly reno- 
vated Spitfire. The seat fit her like a glove. She should 
have felt completely at home. While she and Grandpa 
Mac had been barnstorming the country with the air- 
show, she’d logged more hours in this old plane than 
most teenagers spend behind the wheel of an automo- 
bile. 
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She knew every dial, every gauge, every switch in- 
side this machine. And yet, the instrument panel seemed 
as foreign as a flying saucer. What was wrong with her? 
Why couldn’t she think? She wanted to believe there 
was a simple explanation. Maybe the heat had clogged 
her brain. She was sweating from every pore. 

Tension. Mental paralysis. She knew what was 
wrong. She knew, hut didn’t want to face it. Bailey 
couldn’t remember the first thing about flying because 
she couldn’t get past the fear. That was her problem. 
Fear. 

What if she could never fly again? What if the fear 
was too much for her? 

An agonized growl tore from her throat and hung 
derisively in the air. What, in the name of all the crea- 
tures that wallsed and swam and flew, was wrong with 
her? She was behaving like a sissy, a baby, a girly-girl. 
Never before had she lacked for courage when it came 
to flying. And now? What was the matter with her? 

She needed to prove to herself that she could do it. To 
grab on to a handful of self-respect and hold on tight. 

Staring down the runway, she saw Joe come out of 
the house with Grandpa Mac. They were two tall men 
standing side by side, and somewhere in the back of her 
mind, Bailey knew the picture was right. Ever since she 
was eight, her grandpa had always been the only per- 
son she could trust and love unconditionally. And Joe? 
What was he to her? The husband of her dead'friend, a 
man who had reason to hate Bailey. An FAA inv^ti- 
gator who suspected her. 

A man who thought she was pretty. 

Bailey pushed that thought out of her head. Pretty'? 
It didn’t matter, ^ ' 
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Joe was her enemy. He could take her license away. 
He could ground her. And yet, every feminine instinct 
in her body yearned toward him. 

“I’m crazy,” she muttered. 

Joe wasn’t her friend, and he could never be any- 
thing more to her. If she were smart, she’d concentrate 
on learning to distrust him and to run away fast when 
she saw him coming. 

Bailey cranked the ignition on the Spitfire and felt the 
power of the engine. Before she had time to be scared, 
she taxied down the tarmac runway. Her fear was mo- 
mentarily forgotten as she ran through the routine 
safety checks. All systems were go. 

Takeoff. 

She held her breath. 

She had to do it now. Take off. 

She was up in the sky, poking a hole through the 
clouds. Delighted laughter spilled from her lips. Home, 
Bailey realized. Everything was going to be all right. 
She’d come home. 


Chapter Four 


Back in Colorado, Joe returned to the mountains and 
viewed the site of the crash landing. He went over every 
inch of the field, searching for a clue, a piece of engine 
that had broken free. 

In a government storage area, he combed through the 
wreckage of Rocky Mountain Sky Airlines 642, search- 
ing for proof of sabotage that might have been over- 
looked in the earlier investigation. There wasn’t much 
left. The engines were charred, twisted hunks of metal. 
The entire remains of the plane fit in a large wooden 
crate. 

Joe studied every nut and bolt. He conferred with 
mechanics, studied the specs for the Otter, reviewed the 
maintenance history. The end result? Nothing. 

Dead remains, he thought, the Otter was nothing if 
not symbolic of the dead remains of his hopeless life. 

At night, every night, in the town house he’d shared 
with Kate, he had never felt so alone and confused. And 
helpless. He couldn’t change what had happened. He 
couldn’t revise the past and come out with a happy 
ending. 

The nights were heU, He couldn’t stand to sleep in the 
bed. The soft, pastel, patterned sheets, Kate’s bed lin- 
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ens, itched him. Since her death, he had pretty much 
confined himself to the brown plaid sofa in the den, 
which was also his home office. 

It was weekend. Half-awake, Joe stared at the fad- 
ing sunlight that sliced through the window blinds. 
What time was it? He held up his wristwatch. After six 
o’clock. And what day? He turned his head toward the 
small black-and-white television on the bookshelves. 
The program was “Skty Minutes.” It must be Sunday. 

His head hurt, and he tried to remember the last time 
he’d eaten. Maybe yesterday. He needed to get some 
food, to pull himself together. Tomorrow was another 
day. A Monday, fresh start on the week. 

With some effort, he dragged himself to a sitting po- 
sition with his shoulders bowed, his elbows resting on 
his knees. He stank of unchanged clothes and old sweat. 
It must have been a couple of days since he’d show- 
ered. 

Staring at the soundless television screen, he thought 
of the crash. Why hadn’t he gone into the cockpit? Why 
hadn’t he carried his wife to safety? 

There were reasons. Of course there were reasons. 
Logic was on his side. He hadn’t known that she needed 
help. He had assumed that, because she was the pilot, 
Kate knew what to do. But he’d been wrong. 

Accept it. She was gone. 

He might as well give up. Everybody else had. 

Joe hauled his carcass off the sofa. The crash was two 
months and one week ago. Concerned friends and 
family members had ceased their efforts to comfort 
him. After a couple of weeks of phone calls and visits 
and gifts of casseroles with microwave instructions 
taped to the lid, they’d grown impatient with his inces- 
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sant sorrow. He wasn’t a fun dinner guest. Too ob- 
sessed, too guilty. Get on with your life. 

But the guilt imprisoned him, ladened his spirit, 
trapped him in shadows of doubt. He should have saved 
her. 

Joe opened the door and stumbled into the hallway. 
He hated leaving the den. That had always b^n his 
private lair, but out here, everywhere, there were signs 
of Kate. He’d closed off all the rooms he could, keep- 
ing a corridor from the den to the bathroom to the 
closet in the upstairs bedroom. But the kitchen was on 
the other side of the front room, and he had to walk 
past Kate’s living room, furnished with a tastefully 
striped sofa and chairs. 

He glanced into the living room. It looked shrouded 
with the drapes closed. In here was the entertainment 
center with the wide-screen color television with cable 
and the CD player. Joe remembered sitting beside Kate 
on the sofa, watching a video, drinking wine. 

When he looked at the sofa and tried to imagine her 
there, he couldn’t. He was beginning to forget what she 
looked like, and he didn’t want to forget. He wanted to 
be loyal to her memory. But she’d been disloyal, hadn’t 
she? 

He’d been a fool to trust her. She’d been carrying on 
an affair, laughing at his steadfast working self as he 
dressed like a trained monkey in his necktie and suit and 
went to the office every day. Damn her! It was Kate who 
insisted he settle down to a regular job. Kate told him 
she couldn’t stand his dangerous work as a test pilot 
But how could he blame her? She was dead. 

He glanced back into the living room. A trick of 
shadows and light seemed to move the craves. A 
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breeze? But that was impossible. He kept the town 
house sealed like a tomb. 

Yet, there was a difference. A freshness. 

He didn’t actually hear a voice calling his name, but 
he felt beckoned. A silent whisper compelled him to 
stare through the eternal dusk of the living room Kate 
had furnished. 

There was the form of a woman on the sofa. At the 
comer of the sofa, she sat with her legs curled beneath 
her. 

Great, Joe thought, now he was seeing ghosts. 

But it wasn’t Kate. The shape was long legged with 
her long brown hair pulled back in a ponytail and a hint 
of laughter in her huge brown eyes. Bailey. 

“What are you doing here?” 

The rusty sound of his own voice startled him. Ob- 
viously, he was losing his mind. There was nobody here. 
But she looked real. Had she come to help him or to 
mock him? 

Truth, he thought. That was what Bailey— or this 
dream of Bailey— had come to hear. It was time for Joe 
to tell the truth. 

“Look,” he said. “I know it wasn’t all Kate’s fault. 
The affair. Her pregnancy. I don’t know why I should 
tell you this. You’re not even real. I made you up. I 
should just shut up and get back to work.” 

But he had to say the truth. 

“I quit loving her. I had loved her once, but it was 
gone. And I tried to get that feeling back, but . . . things 
changed. We were both hanging on to a shell of a mar- 
riage.” 

The shape of Bailey was quiet. And that was a damn 
good thing, Joe thought, b^use if she started talking 
to him, he would be oblig^ to dial the lunatic hot line. 
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He closed his eyes against the insanity and the pain, 
“I v/asn’t a good husband, I didn’t bring her flowers 
and champagne. She had to look elsewhere. It was my 
fault. I wasn’t rich enough, caring enough, sensitive 
enough.” 

But he wouldn’t make that mistake again. He would 
not quit this investigation until he knew all the answers 
to the crash, until he knew why Kate had died. He owed 
her that much. 

When he knew, he could lay Kate to rest and get on 
with his life. 

He opened his eyes. Bailey was gone. 

J oe turned on all the lights to search, but he was alone 
again in a cluttered, messy town house, filled with me- 
mentos of a life he could barely remember living. 

He had to get this over with. He had to find out what 
happened. Discover why Kate had died. 

The NEXT MORNING, J oe decided to try a different tac- 
tic of investigation. Instead of studying the mechanical 
equipment, he would seek answers in the people in- 
volved. His first phone call was to the Denver offices of 
the new congressman, Ted Gambling. Though he had 
filled his wife’s seat in the House of Representatives, he 
had not chosen to fill her shoes. His political sympa- 
thies were far different from those of his late wife, Jil- 
lian Gambling. 

On the telephone, Joe introduced himself, and the 
two men exchanged condolences on their mutual trag- 
^y*. Thsn Joe said, “I’m sorry to bring up thk painful 
subject. Congressman, but I’m investigating the possi- 
ble causes of the crash.” 

“Mechanical failure, wasn’t it?” 

“I am not ruling out sabotage.” 
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The new congressman swore. His tone was harsh and 
suddenly hostile. “Can’t you leave this alone? I’ve been 
through enough. Don’t open this investigation again, 
please.” 

“I need to get at the truth, sir.” Joe took a deep 
breath. “Your wife had enemies, powerful enemies.” 

“What are you saying?” 

“Can you give me some idea of who I might talk to? 
Who was desperate to get your wife out of the way?” 

“Are you suggesting murder?” 

“Your wife was a strong woman who aroused strong 
feelings from her supporters and her detractors. Do you 
have any reason to suspect that someone or some group 
might have wanted to harm her?” 

“No,” he said tersely. 

“Were there death threats?” 

“There’s always some crackpot threatening some- 
thing or another.” 

“So,” Joe said, “there were death threats.” 

“Nothing to take seriously.” 

“Could you give me specifics?” 

“No.” 

“Were there any unusual events surrounding her de- 
parture for Aspen?” 

“No.” 

“Perhaps you could run through the events of the day 
of the crash.” 

There was a pause as the new congressman caught his 
breath. “I don’t have to put up with this.” 

“Sir, I’m with theFAA. I’m an investigator.” 

“Is that why you’re calling me, Joe? Or is it because 
you can’t accept the death or possible incompetence of 
your own wife.” 

“Just answer the questions. Congressman.” 
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“I’m not saying one more word to you. And if you 
contact me again, I’ll have your job.” 

The phone went dead, and Joe hung up. Okay, there 
were death threats, the usual death threats. And Con- 
gressman Grambling was a cranky, self-important man 
who wasn’t afraid to issue threats of his own. This 
wasn’t much to go on, but Joe felt as if he was making 
progress, breaking some eggs to make an omelet. 

It was ten o’clock in Denver when he dialed the phone 
number for Mac Augustine’s home in Florida. 

When Mac answered, he sounded as irritable as a hi- 
bernating grizzly. “What do you want, Joe?” 

“More questions. No answers. Is Bailey there?” 
“She’s back in Denver. Getting ready to start work 
for Sky Air again. After you left, that girl got herself 
back in gear, flying every day. She’s ready,” 

“You sound happy about that, Mac.” 

“You bet I am. Tlie sky’s where Bailey belongs. She’s 
a pilot, Joe. No matter what happens, she can’t keep 
both feet on the ground.’ 

“You say she’s going back to work?” 

“Starting today.” 

Joe experienced a sinking sensation in the pit of bis 
belly, almost like fear. “I guess I knew that. But I’d 
forgotten.” 

“Have I got any reason to worry?” Mac asked. “Joe, 
have you found sabotage?” 

“Nope. I’ve got nothing.” 

But he was tense when he thought about Bailev so- 
ing back to work. He couldn’t exactly explain why. Ir 
was an instinct, a gut feeling. During those years wrei; 
he’d been flying low and fast as a test pilot te c fe-rer 

to trust those split-second impulses. And be did sc nsr:* 
now. " “ ' 
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After saying goodbye to Mac, Joe hurried through his 
shower and shave, then dressed in a navy blue suit with 
a lightly starched white shirt and a bright paisley n^k- 
tie. Within minutes, he was headed toward the airfield 
at the southeastern edge of Denver’s suburbs. 

As he neared the field, he peered through the wind- 
shield, scanning the dreamy blue skies overhead, 
watching the small planes— some like angry, buzzing 
hornets and others like big-bellied horseflies— taking off 
and landing. Was one of them Bailey? Why was he so 
worried about her? 

Must have been that ghost he’d encountered last 
night. But that hadn’t been Bailey. Only a vision. 

The real Bailey wouldn’t have been able to sit quietly 
for that long. TTie real Bailey was a stubborn, tough 
woman who probably had the key to this puzzle in the 
back pocket of her snug-fitting jeans. Not that Joe had 
noticed how nicely her jeans outlined her butt. Not that 
he cared. Joe rationalized to himself that he didn’t want 
anything to happen to her before he had the answers. 

Besides, this trip to Sky Air had another purpose. Joe 
wanted to question the owner of Rocky Mountain Sky 
Air, Claude Whistler. Claude was still young, with only 
a touch of silver in bis wavy golden hair, but he’d es- 
tablished a comfortable niche in the competitive busi- 
ness of air travel. Most certainly, he was a clever player 
who had learned to manipulate the necessary political 
channels to get licensing. He was a smart businessman 
who courted the travel agents. Was he also a profiteer? 
Some people claimed that his operation made far too 
much money to be believed, but the FAA kept a care- 
ful watch and there was no indication of impropriety. 

Joe stepped inside the air-conditioned offices of 
Rocky Mountain Sky Air, where Galloping Greta, the 
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wiry marathon runner who made out the schedules, 
perched behind a wide counter. Arrayed in front of her, 
he knew, were computer screens and equipment for 
communicating with the various aircraft.. But Greta 
wasn’t wearing a headset right now. 

She was unabashedly eavesdropping on a conversa- 
tion that spilled through the opened door of Claude’s 
office. Smiling at Joe, she raised her eyebrows, and they 
both listened to Bailey’s drawl. 

“. . .just plain in-and-out unreasonable,” she said. 
“You know I’m fully qualified to handle a Cessna Ci- 
tation II. The only thing I don’t fly is jets.” 

“She’s right,” Greta whispered to Joe. “Best pilot 
we’ve got working for us.” 

“But this charter would be solo.” Joe recognized the 
smooth baritone of Claude Whistler, coolly persua- 
sive. “Bailey, you’re a copilot, not a pilot.” 

“Promote me,” she demanded. 

Joe almost laughed. It would take more than 
Claude's suave, sophisticated logic to dissuade Bailey. 

She continued, “listen here, Claude. I didn’t hustle 
myself back to work here in Denver so I could sit on my 
tailbone, twiddling my thumbs.” 

“ButI-” 

“Tell you what. You can promote me to pilot and still 
pay me a copilot salary. Fair enough? I’d say that’s a 
deal you can’t refuse.” 

Joe winked at Greta and stepped forward to tap on 
the opened door. He walked into the room as if he be- 
longed there. 

Bailey turned around, hands on hips and jaw thrust 
forward. From the stubborn expression in her eyes and 
the red flush beneath her Rorida tan, Joe could see that 
she was determined to get her way. 
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But there was something else in her look, as well. In 
the instant her ^es met his, there was a sizzle. Unless 
J oe was very much mistaken, the bolt of electricity that 
shot from her was a purely sexual heat. He heard a tiny 
gasp in the back of her throat. Not a whimper of weak- 
ness or fear, not from Bailey. The sound was more like 
the demand a woman makes when she wants to be ca- 
ressed, stroked and satisfied. 

Her lips pressed together. She straightened her spine 
and toss^ her head, causing her ponytail to swing and 
erasing the impression that she might be glad to see him. 
“I wasn’t expecting you, Joe.” 

Claude unfolded his tall, muscular, perfectly tai- 
lored body from behind his desk and stuck out his 
hand. “How are you doing, Joe?” 

“I’m okay. And yourself?” 

He glanc^at Bailey. “I’ve been better.” 

Joe nodded. “I’m familiar with this particular prob- 
lem.” 

“Excuse me.” Bailey leaned across the desk, almost 
sticking her head between the two men. “I do not ap- 
preciate being referred to as a problem when I am 
standing right here. As it so happens, I am a solution.” 

“How so?” Claude asked. 

“You need a pilot on that charter. And here I am.” 

In her jeans with her pale blue Sky Air cotton shirt, 
she looked long legged and lean, but feminine at the 
same time. Her shoulders moved while she talked. She 
gestured expansively. Energy radiated from her in 
waves. 

This woman, Joe thought, was fully recovered. She 
was no longer the tragic, self-pitying creature he’d vis- 
ited in Florida. Bailey Fielding was a force to be reck- 
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oned with, and he could feel himself rising to the 
challenge. 

“What do you think, Joe?” Claude asked. “Do you 
think I should let Bailey take a solo charter flight on the 
Cessna?” 

Bailey sniped at her employer. “There’s no need for 
you to be condescending, Claude. No need to ask 
someone who doesn’t even work at Sky Air if I should 
be given the opportunity to fly a plane that I’ve been 
piloting since I was a girl. Either you trust me or you 
don’t. Which is it?” 

“I’ll take you up on the offer to fly pilot on copilot 
wages. Your departure is at 5:25. You have three pas- 
sengers. Take them to Pueblo, stay overnight, bring 
them back here tomorrow morning.” 

Her smile was radiant. “Thanks, Qaude. You won’t 
regret this. I promise.” 

She nodded curtly to Joe as she left. 

He closed the door behind her. Seeing Bailey again 
hadn’t been what he expected. When he heard her voice, 
saw her stubborn face, it was as if the darkness had been 
vanquished as easily as the sunrise banishes night. She 
was a relief. 

Such feelings were dangerous, he thought. He was 
sure that she knew more than she was saying- Baffey was 
the worst woman on the face of the earth for him to he 
attracted to. Bailor might have been responsible for his 
wife’s death, and she was haunting him. 

“Joe? How can I help you?” . i- w, 

Jqe didn’t sit in the chair opposite Clau e s s . - 

wanted to talk to the man as an equal, a^c tna 
difficult from the employee seat, V ' --^ride’s • 
Claude’s large, elegant office, jN"®® , ^ - 

bookshelf without bothering to 
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spines. He studied framed certificates of merit and a 
wall of photographs. Nonchalantly, he said, “I'm still 
investigating.” 

“Whatever I can do to help. I’m ready.” 

“So, you wouldn’t prefer to put this crash behind 
you?” 

“I want to know why it happened. We’re still flying 
an Otter, you know. If there’s a correctable problem 
with the plane, we need to know. This accident caused 
us a great deal of grief.” 

His words sounded rehearsed, but Joe wasn’t sur- 
prised. The owner of Sky Air had probably repeated 
those words a million times since the funerals. Claude 
knew the right things to say, the right places to go. 
Surely, he had arranged his mature but aU-American 
features into an appropriate expression of sorrow as he 
spoke of his grief at the tragedy and offered condo- 
lences. 

And all the while, Joe thought, Claude Whistler’s 
bright blue eyes were directly focused on the bottom 
line. How would the crash affect his small airline and 
charter service? Would he lose business? How could he 
turn disaster into a coup? 

Joe’s glance rested on an enlarged snapshot of Claude 
Whistler shaking hands with former president George 
Bush. Beside it, hanging on the wall, was a formal por- 
trait of Claude, his wife and three grown daughters — all 
blond and perfect, haloed in the artfully arranged 
backlighting from a photographer’s studio. 

Claude Whistler seemed above reproach, which was 
exactly why Joe had to wonder about him. Nobody’s 
hands were that clean. 

One of Qaude’s official statements about the crash 
was elaborate praise for the valiant efforts of Kate Riv- 
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ers in rescuing her passengers, giving her own life to 
save them. He’d made sure that Kate had died a her- 
oine’s death. 

And that was a lie. 

Kate had been unconscious. She hadn’t landed the 
plane. 

Though Joe had not refuted him at the time, he 
wondered how many other shiny-clean deceptions were 
protecting Sky Air. 

“Talk to me about Kate,” he said. “Before the crash, 
how was she doing?” 

“As a pilot? She was damn good, Joe. You saw her 
files. In the four years she worked for me, there were 
only two reported incidents of carelessness, both by a 
guy who quit shortly after the second incident.” 

Joe dug into his suit-coat pocket and produced a 
small spiral notebook. “The guy’s name?” 

“Get real, Joe. You’re not going to follow up on 
this.” 

“Sure, I am. Two incidents of carelessness. And the 
third was a disaster involving fatalities.” 

“Whoa, there. Let’s not lay the blame for the crash 
at Kate’s door. Or engrave it on her tombstone.” 

There was an accusation in his tone. How dare Joe 
speak unkindly of his dear, departed wife? It was un- 
gallant. It was cruel. But Joe was beyond caring about 
appearances. 

He stood before a newly positioned photograph on 
the office wall. Claude Whistler and Kate. They were 
arm in arm, laughing. God, she’d been so breathtak- 
ingly beautiful. Joe turned away from the photograph. 
He couldn’t stand to look at it. 

He faced Claude. His notebook was ready “Why 
wasn’t she flying the plane?” ' ^ 
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“You know aU this. Don’t you, Joe?” 

“I want to bear it from you.” 

“Okay.’ ’ He leaned back in the chair behind bis desk 
and steepled his fingertips. “According to Bailey, Kate 
turned over the landing to her. Which was probably ex- 
tremely wise. Bailey has a background of stunt flying, 
a feel for unusual conditions. Though she has very lit- 
tle commercial experience, I couldn’t have asked for a 
better pilot to handle a crash landing. All in all, I think 
Kate made a good decision.” 

“But that wasn’t the kind of decision Kate would 
make. You know it and so do I. She was uncomfort- 
able riding as a passenger in a car. Kate sure as hell 
wouldn’t trust someone else to do a crash landing.” 

“Most of the time, I’d agree with you. But Bailey 
said Kate was kind of sick.” 

“With what?” 

“I had the feeling that it was, you know, female 
problems.” 

“Oh, well, then. That explains the whole thing.” 
Joe’s voice was harsh with sarcasm. “Female prob- 
lems. Should I make a note of that on the FAA report. 
Pilot crashes plane, cramps suspected.” 

“There’s no need to be hostile.” 

“Or stupid,” Joe said. “Are you sure Kate’s illness 
wasn’t due to her medication? The antidepressants?” 

Joe watched Claude for a reaction, and he didn’t have 
to look too deeply. Claude made no attempt at a poker 
face. He tilted forward in his chair with a jolt. His eye- 
brows raised. It was almost too much reaction. “What 
medication?” 

“Prescribed by her shrink.” 

“I didn’t know anything about that, Joe.” He stood. 
“My God, are you saying Kate was drugged?” 
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“She was taking medication.” 

“And you knew about it. Well, of course you did. 
You were her husband.” He stood and braced his 
knuckles on the desk top. A drugged pilot, they both 
knew, represented a serious situation. If it was true, 
Claude was open for lawsuits. He could lose his airline 
and charter service. “How could you let her fly like 
that, Joe? You’re FAA. Dammit, you should have 
known better.” 

Joe could have protested, could have articulated the 
simple truth that he was unaware of his wife’s medica- 
tions, her visits to a psychiatrist, her affair with an- 
other man. But he refused to be manipulated into a 
defensive position by this slick, successful business- 
man. Especially since he was sure, in his gut, that 
Claude was lying. 

“Hard to believe she didn’t tell you,” Joe said. “She 
liked to confide in you. I know that she valued her re- 
lationship with you.” 

“But Kate never mentioned drugs. If I’d known she 
was under a doctor’s medication, I would have siven 
her sick leave.” 

“How much did she tell you, Qaude?” 

“About what?” 

Joe’s temper simmered, but he kept the lie cm -Tic 
she mention the troubles in our marriace?” 

‘ ‘She was my employee, Joe.” 

Clever sidestepping. Qaude was c-t;;- ~ ~ 

answer directly, but Joe goaded. “Cane on 
one of her best buddies. Fm sere xii ~~ - 

bastard I was. What a born^cM^- ' " " 

“Frankly, I think this 
and unproductive. You’vn sette iioir— 
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“I’m not quite ready to do that, Claude. Not yet.” 
Joe lobbed a parting shot. “I am considering the pos- 
sibility of sabotage in the crash of Sky Air 642.” 

Now he had planted the seeds in Claude’s mind, and 
Joe would wait until the small lies they’d told each other 
bore fruit. “One more thing,” Joe said. “If you don’t 
mind.” 

Coldly, Claude asked, “What else?” 

“I'll be passenger number four on Bailey’s charter,” 
Joe said. “I want to run a quick check of her piloting 
skills. She is qualified to fly passengers on the C^sna 
Citation, isn’t she?” 

“Of course. All her licensing is in order, and Greta 
has the information on file.” 

“Good.” 

“As always, I want to cooperate with the FAA.” 
Claude sat back down behind his desk and busied him- 
self with paperwork. “I saw how you were looking at 
her, Joe. Are you sure that all you want to check is her 
skill level?” 

Maybe not, but Joe didn’t mention that he wanted to 
convince Bailey in whatever way necessary that she 
should tell him the truth about the crash. 

Joe CAUGHT UP with her in the hangar where she was 
laughing and yakking with a couple of the mechanics in 
grease-stained overalls. Her presence here was a clear 
reminder of how very different she and Kate were. His 
wife would never have chosen to spend her free time in 
the hangar. Kate never got her hands dirty. 

“Miss Fielding, please come with me.” 

“Right now?” 

“I don’t have time for games. Do I need to remind 
you that I am in charge of this FAA investigation?” 
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“No, sir,” she said in that lazy Southern drawl. “You 
most certainly do not.” 

She fell into step beside him, matching her stride to 
his as they marched at the perimeter of the airfield. 

For a moment, Joe allowed himself to believe that 
ttey were just two people out for a stroll on a summer 

runways were lightly rolling 
hills, -raough the ground cover was still green and dot- 
ted mth splashes of wildflowers, this untended land 
would soon be parched brown in the arid heat of July 
On a ndge, a respectable distance from the noise of air 
traffic a row of two-story development housing seT 
rated the edge of the horizon. ® 

Jmt a man and a woman walhng, he thouehr 

“Let the games begin ” 
nZh question carefully, trying not to 

off the human time bomb beside him “r^ 
opinion. Do you think 

were... close?” Claude Whistler 

eyes. 

“Kate was ZS 

nature, Joe I dnn’f hersefi “TSa: --z- 

i^ave grounded her.” 



80 


Rule Breaker 


“Or he could have chosen to ignore it.” 

‘ ‘That would be illegal,” 

“But we both know it happens all the time,” 

When she cocked her head and looked at him, Joe 
decided that her eyes were her best feature. The irises 
were dark, liquid, expressive. And intelligent, he 
thought. There was an unquenchable curiosity in her 
manner. 

Though he wished that he could have known her un- 
der different circumstances, Joe suspected that such a 
circumstance never would have arisen. Bail^ wasn’t the 
sort of woman he would seek out. Her charm and 
beauty were more subtle. 

“Joe? What have you got against Claude?” 

“He’s too damn perfect. So clean he squeaks. There’s 
got to be something he’s hiding.” 

“Why can’t you just accept things the way they are?” 

“Because I want to know the truth.” 

“Fair enough,” she said. 

She looked straight ahead, studying the high, feath- 
ery cirrus clouds to the north, presaging a warm front 
and good weather for flying. Bailey was ready to con- 
fess the truth. 

She had decided, before she left Florida, that she 
couldn’t hide from her conscience. If Joe wanted to 
hear the whole horrible story of what had really hap- 
pened in the cockpit, so be it. 

Even if the telling meant she’d be grounded, Bailey 
knew she couldn’t bear the guilt of lying. It was better 
to spill the story out into the open air, and see if the 
stink drew flies. 

“Bailey, I need to ask you something.” 

“Shoot.” 

She was ready. All he needed to do was ask. 



Chapter Five 


Bailey was v/aiting for the bomb to drop. Joe had the 
authority to take avvaj' hst pilot’s license. He had the 
power to explode her career into fragments of shrap- 
nel. But v/hat was he going to do? 

She’d thought about Joe after he ieh Fr— na . 
thought about him with more frecreniy fen nec- 
essarily healthy. Grandpa Mac Isdi ign-n gharfez she 
was hot for the hotshot test piled. Sf xzfelnne ; cfe: 
about it, hinting that she mi^t neferairnfeinr cn her 
cooldng skills if she wanted m mag-nman- he’d 
mentioned that “Fielding-Srrfe’ wcuid he an inter- 
esting last name, akin to fiecandrnnann rhtailn rhe’d 
buzzed so low in the Spifeefei FanGna .Man h:t the 
dirt. Intimating that sbetngirtniaec mannnt.h:ir -^ith 
Joe wasn’t funny. Jce5j’.mt'^_arnantnecnn:.'ine’-er 
have. 

She walked vigomnfr intferfe .mnmtr ths-'niTfe 
in her side and the trtmnnnittnrr nr.ter-fhMteaife 
ankle. 

She could ne:^-et hane — h — -- 
Joe. Because, when fenn:t:--~: -,’r .v- aM 

to confess thatfeiirnFferiann— 'la' 
that they’d foufe a^-er fear-r--'- 
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knocked Joe’s wife unconscious. The reason Kate 
hadn’t escaped from the explosion after the crash land- 
ing was Bailey. It was almost as if she’d killed his wife. 

How in the name of all creation was she going to tell 
him? She couldn’t forgive herself. How could Joe ever 
forgive her? Fighting her anxiety, she asked, “What did 
you want to talk about?” 

He glanced at his wristwatch. “Lunch.” 

“Lunch?” Talk about throwing her off guard! Lunch 
most definitely did not sound like a real terrific idea to 
her. Sharing a bite wasn’t going to make it any easier if 
he yanked her license. “I already ate,” she said. “Is that 
all you needed?” 

“Come with me to Centennial Airfield and point out 
the plane that belongs to Kate’s psychiatrist.” 

Reprieve, she thought. He wasn’t interested in her end 
of the story; he was still obsessed with Kate. “Sure, I’ll 
do that as long as I’m back here by three-thirty.” Wari- 
ly, she asked, “Is that all?” 

“For now.” 

Ajid what about later? Was he biding his time, wait- 
ing for exactly the most painful moment to drop the ax? 
She wanted to get this over with. She wanted to know. 
When would he turn to her, catch her in the hard light 
of his blue eyes and demand that she tell the truth? 

She followed him to the parking lot, wondering and 
waiting. But he didn’t say anything. He was stringing 
her along, toying with her like a cat plays with a mouse. 

Well, he’d better watch out, she thought as she 
climbed into the passenger side of his flashy red Mus- 
tang, because this little brown-haired mouse had big, 
sharp teeth. 

She fastened her seat belt and watched as Joe buck- 
led up and keyed the ignition. As the Mustang purred. 
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he went through £ series of procedures with the efS- 
ciency of a pilot preparing for takeoff. Seat belt, fas- 
tened. Air-conditioning, on. Car radio, scanned and 
jazz station selected. Volume, adjusted. His gaze flicked 
over the white leather dashboard, checking gas, oil and 
RPM. The final touch came when he donned his sun- 
glasses and squinted into the distance. 

The top pilots never lost that cock)' attitude, she 
thought. They conquered speed and altitude. Faster 
than sound, they were masters of the sky. So arrogant. 
So doggoned sexy, 

Bailey looked away from him. She glided her long, 
slender fingers across the white leather upholstery. 
“This car is exactly what I would expect you to drive. 
Of course, a former test pilot would have to = 
glamorous vehicle.’ ’ 

“What do you drive?” 

“A 1971 Volkswagen bug.” She grirtnec. 
mostly held together by coat hangers and ■ ±:— :rr5. ' 
“Typical.” 

“Was that meant to be an insult, 

“You stunt fliers are all the same. YazZ — — 
any machine vrith an engine.” 

She shru^ed. “Some psychic gur fnrr nnc 
me that you are what you driju I ^ 2 

don’t mind being a plain, cicL 
“Yean,” he agreed. “Idsa ~ 

“And v/hat about you?” xzr -nr -n 
glance, “Are you a J'liistsnz. .re; 

With lots of flash anddHshnzrihnrzs: — : 

“Not anymore., 

“Get out of tnvvrd ” fher 
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“On occasion. But most of the time, I’m just a 
working stiff for the FAA.’ ’ 

“Still glamorous,” she said. 

“What do you mean?” 

“You’re a lawman, Joe. And not just a traffic po- 
liceman, either. You’re a sky cop.” 

They covered the distance to Centennial quickly and 
parked. Strolling among the many private planes, 
charters and helicopters that were tethered and han- 
gared there, she quickly located the psychiatrist’s 
Beechcraft Bonanza with the silver tail and the “DR” 
call letters. “That’s the one,” she said. 

“You’re sure?” he asked as he jotted down the iden- 
tification numbers. 

“I might not recognize the man, but I do know my 
planes. That is one homely-looking machine.” 

“You don’t like the Beech?” 

“I like a little more zip and a little shorter runway.” 

He grinned. “You’re a fast woman, Bailey Fiel- 
ding.” 

For a second, she thought he was going to give her a 
little hug. His arm reached toward her, hovered, then 
dropped back to his side. What was going on here? 

“Okay,” Joe said. “Let’s go to the office. I’ll get this 
shrink’s name and address.” 

Bailey entered with him, but held back while he 
showed his FAA credentials and asked questions. She 
was quiet, watching, trying to figure out why Joe was 
being so friendly. He’d shed the jacket of his navy blue 
suit. Without it, he looked far more comfortable. Her 
gaze drifted down his backside, from his broad shoul- 
ders to his tailbone. He’d look mighty nice in tight blue 
jeans. . ’ 
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Joe seemed more unkempt than usual, which, she 
supposed, wasn’t strange when she considered the strain 
he was working under. He’d lost some weight. The waist 
of his trousers must have been loose, because he hitched 
up his belt. His black hair needed a trim. 

Her fingers itched to touch that hair, to soothe the 
tense lines that crisscrossed his forehead and radiated 
from the comers of his eyes. The poor guy looked tired, 
battered. 

Doggone it all, she was beginning to like Joe Rivers. 
She was beginning to want to help him, to somehow 
ease his pain. 

When he finished talking to the man behind the desk, 
he was smiling, and his warmth melted through her like 
hot butter. She hadn’t heard him laugh since before the 
crash. 

“Dr. Lawrence Salton,” he informed her as they 
stepped outside. “His offices are at the Tech Center, 
which isn’t far from here. Do you mind coming with 
me?” 


“I’ve got the time,” she drawled. “But I don’t quite 
understand what’s going on here, Joe.” 

His expression was all innocence, “About what?” 

Slowly, she said, “You’re an FAA offidal. If you 
wanted an ID on a pilot, a shrink who owned a Bo- 
nanza, hangared at Centennial, you could find out 
without a look-see from me.” 

“True.” 


‘ ‘And it does seem mighty odd that— while you’re in 
the middle of an investigation— you’re taking me along 
on a visit to this character. How come?” 

“Maybe I like spending time with you, Bailey.” 

She pull^ back and studied him, looking for signals 
of msmcenty. “Come again, hotshot?” 
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“Why wouldn’t I like being with you? You’re smart 
and insightful. Maybe you’ll give me a new way of 
looking at this investigation.” 

‘ ‘And maybe you’re trying to lull me into a false sense 
of security before you drop the boom.” 

“Only if you’ve got something to hide.” 

Now, she thought, now was the moment when she 
should tell him what had happened in the cockpit. She 
should get it over with. 

But Bailey hesitated. She didn’t want these pleasant 
moments with Joe to end. 

Looking away from him, she scanned the field and 
noticed that the Bonanza had been taxied right beside 
them for fueling. “But I don’t think the trip to the Tech 
Center will be nectary. That’s the shrink’s plane 
they’re getting ready for a takeoff.” 

“Salton must be here,” Joe said. “Do you recognize 
him?” 

Bailey tried to recall what the man looked like. 
Vaguely, she had the impression that he was brown 
haired, brown eyed and average height. With a mus- 
tache. She spottal such a man at the far end of the field. 
He was accompanied by four other people, and he was 
clearly the leader of this tight tittle cluster. She pointed. 
“There. I think that’s him.” 

She and Joe approached the group. 

The man she’d assumed was Salton was speaking in 
a gentle tone. “Visualize,” he said. “Touch the wings, 
imagine the flight of a soaring eagle, strong and brave. 
A mythical creature, dominating the atmosphere. Just 
as you wilt dominate— ” 

Joe interrupted, “May I have a word with you, Dr. 
Salton?” 

“Not now. I have a group.” 
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“I insist,” Joe said as he flipped out his wallet and 
displayed his credentials. ‘ ‘I’m with the FAA.’ ’ 

“I knew it!” wailed a tiny woman who was wearing 
huge sunglasses. “Something’s wrong with the plane.” 

Salton patted her arm. “I assure you, Emily, that 
there is nothing, absolutely nothing, wrong with my 
plane.” 

“I’m afraid.” 

“Maybe you’re not quite ready for this flight,” he 
said. 

“I’ve got to do it.” She reached up behind her sun- 
glasses to swab at her eyes. “I’m going to New York 
with my husband. I need to be able to fly. I'm all right.” 

Salton turned toward J oe. “I can’t talk. This is a very 
important stage for these individuals. They’re altitude 
impaired.” 

“What’s that?” Bailey questioned. 

A husky man who looked big enough to play foot- 
ball for the Denver Broncos answered her, “Fear of 
flying.” 

“Well, that’s nothing to be ashamed of,” Bailey said. 
She was annoyed that the doctor found it necessary to 
make up some ludicrous name for this very real pho- 
bia. Altitude impaired? “I think you’re brave to be 
here. Fear of flying is a terrible thing. I just got over my 
own fear. And I’m a pilot.” 

Salton glared at her. “That’s very interestinje 
but-” 

“Why?” asked the Bronco-size guy. “What made 
you scared?” 

This probably wasn’t a good time to mention crash- 
ing, she thought. If these people were going up for the 
first time in a small plane, they didn’t need vivid im- 
ages of the worst possible thing that could happen to 
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them. “I guess your doctor is right. I had a bad expe- 
rience, but I don’t need to talk about my stuff.” 

“Go ahead,” said Dr. Salton. “We’ve discussed the 
dangers of flight.” 

They all turned expectantly toward Bailey. Apart 
from talks with Grandpa Mac's grief counselors from 
the Veterans’ Administration, she’d never been ana- 
lyzed, never been in group therapy, and she felt self- 
conscious talking about herself. On the other hand, if 
she could help these people, she would. 

‘T was in a crash,” she said. 

The doctor was quick to point out that though her 
plane had gone down, Bailey was standing here before 
them. Whole and very much alive. “Continue,” he 
said. 

“I can’t get the picture out of my head. Or the sound 
of the engine running rough, then cutting out. Then I 
hear the screams. I feel the air disappearing beneath me 
and see the ground coming up fast, too fast. And there’s 
nothing I can do. I’m out of control.” Talking about the 
crash brought back the dizzy sensation of terror. 
“That’s the worst part. Being out of control. I dreamed 
about it, then I convinced myself that I could never fly 
again.” 

“Let me get this straight,” said the big guy. “You’re 
a pilot, and you were still scared?” 

“Only a fool never knows fear.” 

“How did you get over it?” 

“I wanted to fly. More than anything. More than 
fear. It’s beautiful in the sky. The light is clean and 
pure, wide open to an endless horizon. I love the power 
of being able to dip and swerve and climb like a rocket. 
And I love to glide, floating on a gentle breeze, hang- 
ing there like a star.” Bailey realized that she’d been 
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gesturing. Her arm had lifted above her head to place 
an imaginary planet in the faraway skies. “Anyway, Fm 
willing to face the very demons of hell to get myself 
airborne.” 

When she glanced over at Salton, he nodded to her, 
then said to the group, “Primal experiences. We are 
living in a wonderful time, being able to soar like the 
birds. Can you visualize the images?” 

The small woman clutched Joe’s arm. “There’s 
nothing wrong with the doctor’s plane, is there?” 

“Fm sure there isn’t, ma’am. All planes, even pri- 
vate planes, are required to log maintenance and repair 
work. These machines are less likely to develop a me- 
chanical problem than your car.’ ’ 

“But you haven’t personally inspected it, have you?” 

“Fm investigating a totally different incident.” 

“Incident?” 

“An air accident.” 

“A crash?” Emily squeaked. She faced the group. 
“Doesn’t this seem strange to any of you? We run into 
two people at the airport, and they’ve both been in- 
volved in crashes.” 

The others made placating noises, and the doctor 
rested his hand on her shoulder, but it seemed to Bailey 
that they’d all had enough of this lady and her brittle, 
demanding panic. 

When she tore off her sunglasses and stared with 
tense eyes, she looked somewhat familiar. “I don’t be- 
lieve any of this stuff about being safer in a plane than 
in your car. If we go up in the sky, we’ie all going to 
die.” 

“Shut up,” one of the others snapped. “We’re visu- 
alizing an eagle.” 
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“Visualize this.” She stuck out her fist, middle fin- 
ger raised. “It’s a bird!” 

“Stop it!” The doctor turned to her. Softly, he said, 
“Perhaps, Emily, you’re not quite ready for this phase 
of the treatment.” 

“Fine. I’m leaving.” She turned on her heel and 
marched toward the office. 

“And the rest of you?” the doctor questioned. “Aje 
you ready to soar?” 

Hesitantly, they nodded. 

“Wait here,” he instructed as he stepped up beside 
Joe and walked a few paces. “What the hell is this all 
about?” 

“Kate Rivers,” he said. “I’m her husband.” 

“I see.” He observed Joe with far more interest. 
“Still speaking of her in the present tense, aren’t you? 
She was your wife. Isn’t it time to let go?” 

“She’s still my wife,” Joe said stiffly. 

“You’re a widower. Kate’s dead. You need to deal 
with it.” 

Away from his group, Dr. Lawrence Salton was hard. 
Bailey didn’t like him, didn’t like the way his brown 
mustache covered his upper lip and made him look as 
if he was sneering. 

“I’m investigating the accident,” Joe said. “And 
I-” 

“That seems highly irregular,” Salton said. “Why 
would the FAA assign an investigator who was so per- 
sonally involved?” 

“I requested the assignment.” 

“You really are a glutton for punishment, aren’t you? 
What’s your name? It’s Joe, isn’t it? Listen, Joe, let’s 
make this fast.” 
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“I need some information about the medication you 

prescribed for Kate.’ ’ 

“That’s confidential.” 

“Not when it involves public safety.” 

“Call my office and make an appointment,” Salton 
growled. “If we have privacy, we can be more honest. 
Can’t we, Joe? We can talk about what this is really 

about.” 

“Which is?” 

“It’s obvious.” He displayed prominent white teeth 
beneath the mustache. “You’re jealous of my relation- 
ship with your wife.” 

Without another word, he returned to his group. 
“What a sleaxe,” Bailey mumbled. “Visualize a 
jackass.” 

Joe wasn’t laughing. He turned to her. “Let’s go.” 

Though Joe hadn’t intended to spend the day 
searching for men who might have been Kate’s lover, 
that was the way these hours were beginning to shape 
up. He wasn’t sure that Kate’s love life had any con- 
nection to the crash, and he was certain that the FAA 
would not sanction his actions in pursuing that area of 
investigation. 

Still, he rationalized as he eased the Mustang out of 
the Centennial parking lot and headed southeast, Kate’s 
state of mind had affected her piloting ability, espe- 
cially since she’d been taking medication. Judgment 
impaired, he thought. Reflexes slowed. How long had 
this been going on? Who else, besides Bailey, knew? 

The lover. Kate’s lover knew everything. If he found 
that man, that back-stabbing son of a 
“Joe?” 

“What is it, Bailey?” 
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“I don’t think Kate was involved with the doctor.” 

“That’s swell,” he said tersely. If his wife bad pre- 
ferred Dr. Lawrence Salton over him, Joe figured he 
needed to seriously consider self-exile. “Why don’t you 
think so?” 

“She always called him ‘Doctor.’ Not by his first 
name. That seems formal, doesn’t it? I mean, if they 
were. . 

“Lovers.” Joe supplied the word that gnawed at his 
soul. “Yeah, you’re probably right. If they were lov- 
ers, she’d call him by his first name.” 

He was relieved to find himself agreeing with Bailey. 

In Joe’s mind, Claude Whistler was a more obvious 
choice for the role of Kate’s lover, the father of her 
baby. Claude had money and power, two assets that at- 
tracted Kate like a magnet. 

He glanced over at Bailey in the passenger seat. “You 
really don’t know who it was?” 

‘ ‘No. And that’s the whole truth. Now will you be as 
honest with me?” 

“Sure,” he said. 

“ Why’d you bring me over here to Centennial?” 

“I needed for you to identify the plane.” 

“You could have found out in another way. Like 
finding one of Kate’s prescription bottles and checking 
the name. Or using your authority to get Salton’s name 
from her gynecologist.” 

“I could have done that,” he said, “but I’ve been 
concentrating on the wreckage. This is the first time I’ve 
really gone into the field.” 

“After two months and two weeks?” she ques- 
tioned. “This is the first time you’ve gotten around to 
talking to people?” 
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“The other investigators did that part. They took 
statements immediately following the accident. I ve only 
been actively involved for a little over a week.” 

“Why did the FAA reopen active investigating?” 
“You know the government,” he said. “Why do they 
do anything?” 

It was an easy answer, and J oe hoped that, for a while 
longer, everyone would believe it. He needed time. He 
needed to figure this out. 

“Are you really considering sabotage?” she asked. 
“Like Grandpa Mac said?” 

“Maybe.” 

“So you’re going to be talking with the survivors.” 
“Yes, and with the families of those who died.” Like 
the new congressman, Ted Gambling. 

A visible shudder convulsed her shoulders. “1 feel so 
bad for those people,” 

“The survivors. Like me?” 

“I feel the worst for you, Joe.” He heard a catch in 
her voice. “For your loss. I wish I could take your mis- 
ery and carry it up into the sky, beyond the ozone, so 
you wouldn’t have to be hurting anymore.” 

As he pulled up at a stoplight, she touched his arm 
and he reluctantly turned his head toward her. After 
Kate’s death, he avoided pity. He’d brushed away the 
shallow condolences of friends and family. They 
couldn’t know how he felt. They couldn’t understand. 
“I’m sorry, Joe. Really sorry.” 

“I’m okay.” He hardened himself against remorse 
and pain. “I can take care of myself.” 

But when he looked into Bailey’s eyes, he saw a 
glimmer of real emotion, of tears wept from the heart 
but not shed. She wasn’t just saying the words; she be- 
lieved them. In her, his grief found a mate. 
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Or was he just seeing what he wanted to see? 

‘ ‘Bailey, do you really care so much? ’ ’ 

“Of course I do. I wouldn’t be much of a human be- 
ing if I didn’t have concern for other people. If I see 
somebody starving, I’m going to feed them. If I see 
somebody in pain, I want to make it better.” 

“Like Salton’s group?” 

“I wanted to help.” She frowned. “I’m not sure that 
I did.” 

“I’m not sure that he did, either.” 

Joe cleared his throat and returned his gaze to the 
road. He was beginning to get a clear picture about 
Bailey. She was, quite simply, a good person. In her 
plainspoken, commonsensical way, she was kind. She 
was helpful, trying to do the right thing. 

“So, tell me, Bailey, have you been in touch with any 
of the survivors?” 

“I sent cards and condolences, then I backed off. Oh, 
but there’s one of the survivors who’s been in touch 
with me. Ross O’Shea.” 

“The actor?” 

“The guy you carried off the plane. If you talk to him 
during the course of your investigation, be sure you give 
him my worst. All he got from the crash was a sprained 
arm and a small scar near his hairline, but he’s claim- 
ing all kinds of damages. Did you know he’s been on 
talk shows?” 

“I saw one of die shows,” he said. “Something about 
‘Living with the Nightmare: Survivors of Disasters.’ At 
the time, I didn’t think it was funny.” 

“But now?” 

“There were four people who had been in various 
freak accidents, sitting in a row with neck braces and 
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splints and casts. One guy survived having a piaiiC 
dropped on him.” 

“ReaUy?” 

“It's not funny ” he said. “But I kept thinking of 
cartoons. Like WUe E. Coyote and the Roadrunnen 
Another one had fallen down a well. Then there was 
Ross. His account of the plane crash featured him as 
superhero, pulling people from the wreckage.” 

Bailey snorted. “That no-account actor has been 
trying to make his career on almost being killed in a 
plane crash.” ’ 

“Has he been bothering you?” 

“Until I got back to Denver, it was only his lawyers. 
Since I’ve arrived here three days ago, he’s left half a 
dozen messages on my answering machine.” 

“That’s harassment. You don’t have to put up with 
it.” 


“He’ll go away,” she said. “Besides, his phone calls 
give my answering machine something to do.” 

At the intersection, he turned north. 

“Wrong way,” she said. “Where are we headed?” 

“I need to stop by my place and pick up my tooth- 
brush. Don’t worry, we have plenty of time before you 
have to file your flight plan.” 

“Are you taking a trip?” 

“I’m your fourth passenger on the flight this after- 
noon to Pueblo.” 

“What for?” 


“Routine,” he said. “Checking you out on skills. 
This is the first time you’ve solo piloted a Cessna.” 

Excuse me, Joe Rivers, but I thought I just heard 
you say that you were doing a fly-along to see if I’m a 
capable pUot. That can’t be right.” 

“It’s no big deal, Bailey. I’m just—” 
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“Bull! I don’t need checking out.” 

He hadn’t expected an explosion. Maybe he’d even 
deluded himself into believing that he and Bailey were 
on the same side. But the dark glare in her ^es told him 
that, on some level, she still considered him the enemy. 

He flared back at her. “That’s my decision. The last 
time you had a commercial flight, there were five 
deaths.” 

“That’s not the reason,” she said. “You know I’m 
capable. You know it! Why are you really flying 
along?” 

He wasn’t entirely sure. But he knew he needed to 
stick close to Bailey. He wanted to stick close. “Call it 
instinct.” 



Chapter Six 


Bailey sputtered. Sitting beside him in the slick Mus- 
tang, she had never been so confused in all her life. In 
the first place, she felt sorry for Joe, Her heart went out 
to him. But she could not ignore his overweening au- 
thority. Riding along with her? Checking out her skills? 
How could he insult her like that! She didn’t need a 
doggoned FAA baby-sitter. 

And she really hated that he was taking her to his 
town house, as if they were friends who found nothing 
unusual in visiting each other’s home. He was taking 
her emotions on a barnstorming stunt ride where they 
went up and down and loop-the-loop, eliciting gasps 
from onlookers. She wanted to scream for him to stop. 
At the same time, she wanted the ride to go on forever. 

When they pulled up in front of Joe’s redbrick. Co- 
lonial-style town house, Bailey remembered the last 
time, the only time, she’d been here with Kafel 

“Bailey, do you want to come in?” 

“No,” she snapped. 

“Fine. I’ll be right back.” 

She changed her mind. “Yes,” she said. “I ocsht to 
see the bathroom.” 
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The real reason was that she was curious. In her rec- 
ollection, the town house was— like Kate herself— lovely 
and perfect. It was the kind of home a cheerleader 
might aspire to own someday when she was ready to 
hang up her pom-poms. Bailey remembered matched 
furniture, drapes and wall decoration, clean and pretty 
with everything in a proper place. The first time she’d 
been here, the well-tended town house caused Bailey to 
jealously imagine a marriage that was exactly the same 
way. 

Now Bailey was more inclined to believe that these 
bright surroundings were a facade that masked Kate’s 
unhappiness, her need for antidepressants, her affair 
with another man. But what did this town house mean 
to Joe? 

She wanted to see what it looked like, maybe to get a 
focus on this man who was driving her to the edge of 
distraction. 

Though Bailey didn’t expect the place to look the 
same as when Kate was alive, she was unprepared for 
the debacle that greeted her when Joe opened the door. 
It was dark, dusty and didn’t smell too terrific, either. 
A pile of yellowed newspapers spilled across the foyer. 
The Scandinavian table near the door was piled high 
with a dead bird-of-paradise plant and a heap of un- 
opened mail. 

A quick glance into the kitchen showed countertops 
stacked with dirty dishes, pizza boxes and remnants of 
snacks. The trash can overflowed. 

She wrinkled her nose as she surveyed the scene of 
bachelor dishabille. “Either your home has been ran- 
sacked or you haven’t cleaned in here for months.” 

“I wish it had been burglars,” he said. 
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When he walked inside, he shielded his eyes, avoid- 
ing even a quick peek into the front room. Staring at a 
well-worn path on the carpet, he trekked down the short 
hallway and up the stairs. 

“The guest bathroom is next to the kitchen,” he said, 
“I’ll be right back.” 

Bailey thought his tone was unusually subdued. 
Resting her hand on the newel post, she stood at the 
bottom of the stairs, staring after him. It must be pain- 
ful for him to live here. All these things— the tables and 
chairs and lamps and knickknacks— must have brought 
back memories of Kate. 

Bailey frowned at the dismal clutter and shook her 
head. This wasn’t right! Of course, she respected Joe’s 
feelings and his mourning. But he couldn’t live like this. 
Nobody should. 

An exasperated sigh puffed through her lips. She 
wanted to hate Joe, to dismiss him from her mind and 
heart. But she couldn’t help wanting to comfort him. 

Marching into the kitchen, she dug under the sink for 
extralarge garbage bags, then made a first vigorous as- 
sault by emptying the kitchen trash can. Tying off the 
top of the bag, she deposited the refuse on the front 
porch. 

Joe clattered down the stairway with a small car- 
ryon, which he dropped on the unswept kitchen lino- 
leum. “What do you think you’re doing?” 

She scooped the newspapers, half of them not even 
out of their rubber bands, into another sack. “You lis- 
ten here, Joe Rivers. Maybe you don’t want to change 
a single stitch in this place because that’s the way Kate 
left it and you’ve got some kind of insane idea that this 
is a memorial, but you can’t live like this.” 

“I can’t?” 



100 


Rule Breaker 


“It’s downright unsanitary. I mean, look at this 
kitchen! You could catch some dread disease by eating 
inhere.” 

“Bailey, don’t bother with this stuff.” 

She might be overstepping her boundaries by attack- 
ing the litter in his life, but she couldn’t just leave it. If 
she turned her back and walked away, she would be 
plagued by the thought of Joe, rotting in this house, 
wallowing in sadness until the trash was knee deep, then 
up to his waist, then over his head. 

She had enough guilt without adding his pain and 
suffering to the list. “We’ve got an hour before we have 
to leave for the airport, and that’s enough to make a 
difference.” 

“I didn’t bring you here to clean.” 

“Well, I surely can’t guess what your motives were.” 
She handed him the bag of newspapers. “This is for re- 
cycling.” 

“Do I have a choice?” 

“Absolutely not. Recycling is good for the environ- 
ment.” She hustled back into the kitchen. “While I’m 
doing this, you go into the front room and open up 
those drapes.” 

“The front room?” 

“That’s right,” she drawled. “I believe you’ll find it 
right next to the foyer.” 

“Yeah, sure,” he said. “Open the drapes.” 

He peered into the darken^ living room. Though it 
had always been Kate’s room, last night he’d imagined 
Bailey sitting on the sofa with her legs tucked demurely 
beneath her and her mouth closed. That incarnation 
was definitely a fantasy. The healthy reality of her 
presence was anything but docile. 
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She called out to him, “Might open a window or two, 
as well. It smells like something died in here.” 
Something bad died in here. His marriage. 

Bailey stalked out of the kitchen and stood beside 
him. “Come on, Joe. It’s just stuff. Chairs and tables 
and a really nice entertainment unit.” 

“Kate picked it out, all of it.” 

“Your wife had excellent taste. After all, she picked 
you out, too.” She patted his shoulder. “But this isn’t 
ancient Egypt. You don’t have to bury her possessions 
with her in a pyramid tomb. Now, you go open those 
drapes.” 

She returned to the kitchen, muttering about dead 
houseplants and air freshener. 

He went to the window and yanked on the cord. 

The afternoon light splashed harshly on the beige- 
and-white-striped sofa and chairs. The colors bad 
complemented Kate. When she’d bought the furniture 
set, she remarked on how well it went with her hair. For 
a moment, he tried to imagine her sashaying through 
the entry, humming while she dusted her shelves and her 
mosaic-topped coffee table. His mind struggled to con- 
jure an image of her, but he failed. 

She wasn’t coming back. She didn’t live here any- 
more. 

“Oh, my sweet hallelujah!” Bailey exclaimed from 
the kitchen. “Joe, get your la^ rump in here.” 

He hadn’t even been able to tiptoe into this memory- 
filled room in weeks, but now he strode across the plush 
carpet. Somehow, he felt lighter, as if his center of 
gravity had changed. 

He poked his head into the kitchen, where Bail^ 
stood with the refrigerator door wide open. She pointed 
with disgust at the contents. “What is this junk?” 
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“Casseroles,” he said defensively. “After Kate died, 
people kept bringing me food. And it wasn’t really 
anything I wanted or liked.’ ’ 

“I see. Most of these well-meaning gifts were brought 
here a couple of months ago?” 

He nodded. 

She pulled one out. “I would guess that this is scal- 
loped potatoes k la mold. And here’s a tray of fungus 
burritos. Oh, and look at this lump! Either it’s bread 
made from blue com—” 

“Or a culture for penicillin,” he said. “Let’s get rid 
of it. All of it.” 

“Actually, I think you should bequeath the whole 
refrigerator to medical science and start over with a new 
one.” Platter after platter, she emptied the contents of 
the refrigerator into a garbage bag. “Honestly, Joe, 
Grandpa Mac is a widower, too, and he never got him- 
self into such a sorry state. Now, you take these toxic 
casseroles and dispose of them right away.” 

Dutifully, he carted the trash bags to the Dumpster 
behind the town houses and tossed them inside. It felt 
good to dig out from the mess his life had become. 

Joe inhaled deeply, caught a whiff of the garbage and 
took a step back. Okay, maybe it wasn’t a perfectly 
fragrant world. But, for a moment, he’d had a glimpse 
of clarity. 

And he had Bailey to thank for it. 

By the time he returned to the town house, she’d, al- 
most finished loading the dishwasher. The countertops 
were cleared. 

“Looks good in here.” 

“We’ve barely made a dent,” she said. “You know. 
I’ve been thinking about your investigation.” 

“Have you?” 
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“Best place in tlie world for contemplation is stand- 
ing over the kitchen sink.* ’ 

“I’ll make a note of that. For the FAA.” 

“Anyhow, Joe, it seems to me like yon’ie spending a 
lot of time figuring out the identity of Kate’ s lover. 

“I haven’t meant to. Things just keep circling back in 
that direction.” 

“I suggest you find that piece to the puzzle. Get it out 
of your system,” she said. “It’s the only way you’ll 
move on.” 

“Like cleaning out the town house,” he said. 

She glanced up. “I suppose you’ve already gone 
through her things. You Imow, to search for a clue to 
her lover’s identity.” 

He hadn’t. He couldn’t stand the thought of pawing 
through her drawers, touching her clothes, looking at 
the things she'd selected with such care. “I don’t know 
where to start.” 

“What about her jewelry box? I know Kate had some 
nice pieces. Diamond earrings?” 

“I bought those for her on our first anniversary. On 
the fifth, I got her a tennis bracelet to match,” 

“Check it out,” Bailey said. “I’ll finish up in here.” 
“Hold on,” he said. “Let’s keqj in mind that I’m the 
one who’s running this investigation.” 

“From the looks of this place, you can’t even run a 
vacuum cleaner, but I will try to remember my place, 
sir.” 

Joe went to the office and unlocked his desk Jz ±e 
rear of the bottom drawer was a locked box. As be 
touched the cold metal handle, a shock wsst bb- g-r- 
He recalled the argument they’d had when ^ hsc b:- 
sisted on putting Kate’s good jeweky m her- tbef- 

important papers. For safety ' 
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Safety? What a joke! He’d been so careful to guard 
her diamonds, but he had failed to keep her precious 
self safe from harm. Dammit! Would he never be free 
from grief? From guilt? 

He unlocked the box. Inside were three smaller vel- 
vet-covered boxes. One contained the diamond stud 
earrings with two different gold cuffs. He held them in 
his palm, watching the flash of reflected light from the 
sharp-cut facets. Then he removed the sparkling brace- 
let. 

“Joe? Where are you?” 

“In the den,” he called out. 

“My gracious Lord! This room is a total pit.” 

Joe held up the earrings and bracelet. “Kate loved 
these. She really liked beautiful, expensive things.” 

“Who wouldn’t?” But Bailey hardly glanced at the 
jewels. “We’re going to need a backhoe to clear this 
mess.” 

Absently, he picked up the third box. What was in 
here? He couldn’t remember. He’d only bought her the 
two pieces. 

Displayed against a background of black velvet were 
her wedding and engagement rings. She hadn’t been 
wearing them in the crash. Apparently, she hadn’t been 
wearing them too frequently in the past sue weeks while 
she dated another man. 

He closed the box with a snap. “There’s nothing re- 
sembling a clue in this collection.” 

“Tty the bedroom,” Bailey advised. “I always keep 
my special things in the top drawer of my bureau.” 

“Tlie underwear drawer,” he said dully. “You and 
every other woman in the world. That’s the first place 
burglars check.” 
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“Then I guess it’s worth taking a gander. We’re at 
least as smart as your average burglar, aren’t we? 

Joe really didn’t want to start digging around in the 
bedroom. AU Kate’s clothes stiU hung in the closet. The 
air still held the cloying fragrance of her favorite per- 
fume, 

“Come on, Joe. We haven’t got much time.” 
Apparently, he realized, Bail^ wasn’t going to allow 
him to avoid this confrontation. 

She went first. Again, she adjusted the curtains and 
opened a window, bathing the room in light and the 
sun-warmed air of a July afternoon. Her gaze scanned 
quickly. “No books,” she said. “Guess it would have 
been too much to hope for a diary.” 

“She wasn’t much on writing letters, either.” 

Before he could think, Joe went to Kate’s dresser and 
opened the top drawer. Though he would have rather 
stuck his hand into a box full of rattlesnakes, he felt 
among her silky underthings until he touched the wood 
base of the drawer. His fingertips encountered a flat 
box, and he pulled it out. 

About the size of a cigar box, it was patterned with 
pink roses and lace. “I don’t think I’ve seen this be- 
fore.” 

“So? What’s inside?” 

There were three one-dollar tokens from a Central 
City c^ino. A plastic amber vial containing Kate’s pre- 
scription for antidepressant drugs. And a pendant. A 
little golden airplane, simUar to a Cessna Citation, with 
a di^ond where the single propeller should have been. 

Distastefully, Joe lifted it from the box by its chain. 
“She must have picked this up for herself. It looks like 
a souvenir-shop toy. But it must be expensive, or Kate 
wouldn t have kept it.” 
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“Do you think that’s a real diamond?” 

“Must be.” He idly turned the pendant in his hand. 
“I don’t get it. This pendant isn’t Kate’s taste.” 

“Might have been a gift,” she said. “I think it’s kind 
of cute. 

“Do you?” He turned toward her and held out the 
pendant. “It’s yours, Bailey.” 

“I can’t accept it. A real diamond would be valu- 
able.” 

“I don’t want it.” 

He held the necklace at eye level. The chain seemed 
to bum his fingers. The little golden airplane seemed 
poised to fly into his eyes like a stinging hornet. A gift 
from Kate’s lover? The thought enraged him. That 
bastard! 

And what about his unfaithful wife? She’d betrayed 
him in the worst way a woman can cheat on a man. 

“Joe? Are you all right?” 

“I want you to have this necklace, Bailey. I want you 
to wear it often, and every time I see it. I’ll remember.” 

“I really don’t think that’s a good—” 

“It’s an important lesson. Every time I see this little 
airplane. I’ll know what happens when a man is dumb 
enough, blind enough, to trast a woman.” 

“Not every woman, Joe. That was just Kate.” 

He reached behind her. “Let me put it on you.” 

“No!” She shoved against his chest, and he looked 
into her face. “Don’t ask me to be a substitute for Kate. 
I’m not her. I never will be.” 

The pendant fell from his grasp. “I didn’t mean 
to—” 

“I know.” 

“I wish things could be different.” 
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She tilted away from him, gazed up at him with a 
strangely puzzled expression. They were scant inches 
apart, and Joe breathed in the scent of Bailey. Fresh and 
clean. He hadn’t noticed before that her lashes were 
thick and long. Her cheekbones, high and fine. Her skin 
was a marvel. The closer he got, the better she looked. 
Her lips parted. He couldn't resist. 

Her eyelids didn’t close until the last second, and he 
saw himself reflected in her eyes, wondering and fear- 
ful. When their lips met, a flash of arousal fired his 
senses, blanked his mind. Her long, slender body glided 
close. Closer, he wanted her closer. He tightened his 
embrace. Her breasts crushed against him. Her legs 
pressed against his loins, and the friction excited him 
even more. 

Joe was gasping when their kiss ended. 

“No,” she said. “Joe, we can’t.” 

He held her shoulders and kissed her again. His 
tongue probed, and she responded. 

When they separated, her gaze was dark, mysterious 
and liquid. Bailey was a creature of the air, but she re- 
minded him of a mermaid, a siren, an enchantress. She 
was remarkable. Why hadn’t he seen it before? “You’re 
beautiful, Bailey.” 

She looked away from him. Slowly, she took a back- 
ward step. “This can’t be happening.” 

“But it is.” 

“Damn,” she said. 

It was the first time he’d ever heard her use real pro- 
fanity. “What’s wrong?” 

“ We need to leave. I have to file my flight plan.” 

‘ ‘Cancel it,” he said hoarsely. “Stay with me,” 
“After all that fuss I made with Qaude? I think not ” 
She stepped away from him. The motion of her long 
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body was sinuous, graceful. “Now, you skedaddle 
down the stairs, and I’ll finish up searching in here for 
clues. Go on.” 

Joe nodded. There were a lot of thoughts going 
through his head, but they were too nebulous to put into 
words. He went to the door of his bedroom. 

She made a shooing motion with her hand. “Get out 
of here, Joe. I’ll be done in a minute.” 

As soon as he left the room, she sank down on the 
bed. Kate’s bed. She placed her hand over her rib cage 
and felt her heart fluttering like a captive bird. He’d 
kissed her. 

But had he really been kissing Bailey? Or was it Kate? 
Was he trying to revive the memory of Kate? 

No matter how much Joe tried to remove Kate from 
his life, she would always be lurking at the edges of his 
consciousness. She had been his wife for seven years, 
and nothing could erase that fact. Even though she’d 
been disloyal, even though they’d fought and squab- 
bled and their sex life had dwindled, he couldn’t forget 
her. Somewhere in his mind, he still loved her a lot. 

There would never be a chance for Bailey. She could 
never compete with a perfect memory that would only 
grow more wonderful with every passing year. Beauti- 
ful Kate shimmered in his recollections. 

And Bailey, in all her imperfect reality, was left to 
compete with a ghost of the ideal woman. She didn’t 
stand a chance! 

After a quick glance in the closet, where Kate’s 
beautiful clothes offered a smug affront to Bailey’s 
minimal wardrobe, she picked up the pendant necklace 
from the carpet and dropped it in her shirt pocket. 

At the bottom of the stairs, Joe stood waiting, but she 
barely looked at him. “Let’s get out of here.” 
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“Bailey, about what happened upstairs—” 

“Forget it, Joe.” She wrapped her hand around the 
front-door knob. “Now, here’s what I think you should 
do. Forget this trip to Pueblo with me, stay here and get 
this place into livable condition.” 

“It’ll wait.” He leaned against the door, holding it 
shut. 

“I beg your pardon, Joe, but that’s what this mess 
has been doing. Waiting.” 

“It’s not important,” he said. 

She was important. Joe could feel his priorities 
straightening out. Right now, Bailey was number one. 

Her eyebrows raised above her teasing brown eyes. 
The irises were lighter, less troubled. When she pushed 
her hair off her forehead and smoothed the sides back 
into her tight ponytail, she looked so cute. With her 
hands on her hips, energy sparked from her like tiny 
lightning bolts. 

“I apologize if I made you uncomfortable,” he said. 

“Accepted,” she snapped. “Now, let’s go.” 

“But I’m not sorry I kissed you, Bailey.” 

“Whatever.” She grabbed the door handle again. 

“Dammit, woman. I’m trying to talk to you. Hold 
stiUl” 

“There’s nothing to say.” 

“The hell there isn’t.” 

. “Listen up, Joe. You can’t even vacuum your carpet 
because you feel like Kate’s here in this room, haunting 
the sofa and the coffee table. And I’m just as bad. 
When I’m with you, I feel like she’s in my head, watch- 
ing and laughing at me and telling me that I’m not your 
type.” 

“What?” 
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“Bailey, about what happened upstairs — ” 

“Forget it, Joe.” She wrapped her hand around the 
front-door knob. “Now, here’s what I think you should 
do. Forget this trip to Pueblo with me, stay here and get 
this place into livable condition.” 

“It’ll wait.” He leaned against the door, holding it 
shut. 

“I beg your pardon, Joe, but that’s what this mess 
has been doing. Waiting.” 

“It’s not important,” he said. 

She was important. Joe could feel his priorities 
straightening out. Right now, Bailey was number one. 

Her eyebrows raised above her teasing brown eyes. 
The irises were lighter, less troubled. When she pushed 
her hair off her forehead and smoothed the sides back 
into her tight ponytail, she looked so cute. With her 
hands on her hips, energy sparked from her like tiny 
lightning bolts. 

“I apologize if I made you uncomfortable,” he said. 

“Accepted,” she snapped. “Now, let’s go.” 

“But I’m not sorry I kissed you, Bailey.” 

“Whatever.” She grabbed the door handle again. 

“Dammit, woman. I’m trying to talk to you. Hold 
still!” 

“There’s nothing to say.” 

“The hell there isn’t.” 

“Listen up, Joe. You can’t even vacuum your carpet 
because you feel like Kate’s here in this room, haunting 
the sofa and the coffee table. And I’m just as bad. 
When I’m with you, I feel like she’s in my head, watch- 
ing and laughing at me and telling me that I’m not your 
type.” 
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“Besides, you’re into the middle of an investigation. 
As you’ve pointed out lots of times, I was piloting the 
plane that crashed. There can’t be anything between you 
and me until this case is all wrapped up. It wouldn’t be 
right.” 

But the way he felt couldn’t be wrong. For the first 
time since the crash, he had red blood flowing through 
his veins instead of ice water. 

“Bailey, I’m not investigating you. Nobody blames 
you for the crash.” What was the matter with her? Why 
was she equivocating? “If there’s one consistent opin- 
ion from everyone involved, with the exception of that 
worthless Ross O’Shea, it’s that you performed well.” 

“Oh, really? And if I performed well, why did you 
want to come with me on the charter flight to Pueblo? 
I seem to recall some comment about checking me out.” 

“It’s routine.” God, she was the most stubborn, most 
infuriating woman in the world. “Why can’t you let go 
of it?” 

“How can I? You might take away my pilot’s li- 
cense.” 

“Trust me, Bailey, I wouldn’t let my feelings for you 
influence my judgment.” 

“Your judgment?” 

Her dark eyes flashed with obsidian brilliance. With 
her fists on hips and legs widespread, Joe didn’t think 
he’d ever seen a sexier woman in his life. 

“What’s your point, Bailey?” 

“You have all the power, Joe. You could take away 
my ability to fly. And I can’t live with that.” 

He could have protested. He could have promised 
that he wouldn’t take her license, no matter what. But 
that wasn’t the way it worked. “What are you saying? 
That you want to be the boss?” 
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“That’s right. Won’t work the other way.’ ’ 

“Forget it.” He bent down and picked up his carry- 
on bag. He opened the front door. “I guess you were 
right. There won’t be anything between us. You’re not 
my type.” 

“Is that so?” His words were a slap in the face, and 
she hardened herself . 

“Yes, it is so.” 

“And what type is your type? Fast and flashy, like 
your car?” Like Kate, she thought. Joe would be em- 
barrassed to be seen with someone who was less than 
gorgeous, someone like herself. “Well, you’re not my 
type, either. Someday, Joe Rivers, I’m going to find 
myself a man who’s kind and gentle and caring.” 

“A wimp,” he said. 

“Not at all,” she continued. “This man is going to be 
strong enough to stand up for himself and what he be- 
lieves in without hurting anybody else. Without hurt- 
ing me. He’ll be a man I can trust. Somebody smart and 
good.” 

“The perfect man,” Joe said. 

“And that’s not you.” 

She stalked down the sidewalk from the town house 
and flung herself into the passenger side of his car. Thus 
ended the shortest, most intense relationship of her life. 
For the space of one hour, she’d been happy with Joe. 
They had both actually been smiling and laughing. 

Bailey rolled her eyes. She’d been cleaning, for 
goodness’ sake. Doing a woman’s work. That was 
probably the only way he could relate to a female. Hot- 
shot Joe Rivers, former test pilot and current sky cop, 
could only engage in male-female relations when the 
female was fulfilling one of those so-called traditional 
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roles, like cooking or cleaning or ironing his starched 
white shirts. 

“And I’ll tell you one more thing,” she said. “You 
need to have your suits tailored.” 

“Why?” 

“Because you never look like the shoulders fit. When 
you’ve got on a suit jacket, you’re always shrugging and 
twitching. Like a kid wearing long pants for the first 
time.” 

“And you’re an expert on fashion?” 

“I just might be. You’ve never seen me dressed up.” 

At the airfield, she slammed the passenger door of his 
high-performance Mustang, but she made sure, when 
she sauntered away from his car, that she walked cool 
and slow. When a lady left a man, she needed to look 
good, to give him something to think about. Bailey had 
had enough practice in walking away. The problem was 
that she hadn’t mastered the special, serious, commit- 
ted part of a relationship. 

Bailey hadn’t been brought up to cater to a man. 
Grandpa Mac had taught her all the skills she needed 
for survival, which happened to include cooking and 
cleaning, but he’d also shown her how to change the oil 
in her car and repair her aircraft. He’d even taught her 
how to defend herself, how to fell an opponent with one 
well-placed, hard jab. 

What he hadn’t been able to explain was how to se- 
duce a man, how to hold a lover close and dear. One 
time, he’d told her that sex would come naturally when 
she found the right man. But the only thing she’d fig- 
ured out about relationships thus far in her life was how 
to say goodbye and get on with her life. 

As she went through the preflight check with the me- 
chanics at Sky Air, Bailey was sure that none of them 
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cx)uld tell that she was hurt and confused. None of them 
would guess, for instance, that when she licked her lips, 
she was still tastmg the pleasure of Joe’s kisses. The 
amazing, awesome pleasure. 

But as soon as she walked into the Sky Air offices, 
Greta knew something was different. Her Ups pursed. 
“You’ve been with Joe aU this time?” 

“Helping with his investigation.” 

“That’s a strange procedure for the FAA,” she said. 
“You be careful with him, Bailey. Watch yourself, or 
he’s going to get you in trouble.” 

“I know,” Bailey said. 

Greta pointed to three people who were sitting in the 
lounge area. “Here’s your charter. The Benedict fam- 
ily.” 

Bailey greeted her passengers with a firm handshake 
and a confident smile. Two men and a woman, all in 
their sixties. 

“We’re going down to Pueblo for a birthday party,” 
the woman said. “My grandbaby is four.” 

The heavy-jowled older gentleman scowled. “A 
damn waste of time. Right in the middle of the week. 
Messes up my schedule. We’ll need to return early to- 
morrow. Seven in the morning?” 

“I’ll be ready,” Bailey said. 

After she loaded their luggage and the masses of 
presents for their granddaughter, she informed them. 
We’ll be having another passenger. A gentleman from 
the FAA,” 

Good,” said the older Benedict. “Then we’ll be 
safe, won’t we?” 

Absolutely,” Joe said as he joined them. 

He was just as arrogant as he could be. Bailey wanted 
to slap that superior expression off his face as he intro- 
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duced himself and nodded to her as if nothing had 
happened between them. 

The younga: man, a cousin, asked him, “And why is 
it that you’re riding along?” 

“Routine inspection,” he said. 

After her passengers were comfortably boarded, 
Bailey strapp^ herself into the left cockpit seat. Joe 
was right beside her, riding shotgun. That was his job, 
to observe, and it was her job to ignore him. But she 
was achingly aware of his presence, his nearness, even 
his scent. Her body yearned for his touch. He made her 
feel tense and tender at the same time. 

Bailey made sure that she went through every pre- 
flight procedure with painstaking precision. She didn’t 
want to give Joe a single reason for complaint. 

As she taxied away from the hangar, she went 
through the usual equipment checks. Revving the en- 
gine. Checking the steering and the flaps and tail rud- 
der. Pointing her toe, she tapped the brakes on the right 
side of the landing gear. Then the left. 

The left side was loose. She pressed harder. The left 
brake did not respond at all. Under her breath, she 
muttered, “Oh, my sweet Mississippi, I cannot believe 
this.” 

J oe leaned close. “A problem? ’ ’ 

One dead brake in the gear really wasn’t a big deal. 
But she couldn’t ignore the mechanical failure with Joe 
aboard. No matter what else she thought about him, he 
was an FAA investigator, and he would surely pull her 
license if she ignored a basic safety precaution like this 
one.” 

With a sigh, she said, “I’ve got no left brake.” 

“Take her in,” Joe ordered. 

“I was just about to, sir j’ 
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She held down the right brake, 
oted on one wheel, circling 180 degrees tc head back '-e- 
the Sky Air hangar. 

To her passengers, she announced, “I’m sorry, folks. 
I’m having a problem with the braking system. We 11 
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But she managed to be pleasant as she escorted her 
passengers to the neighboring hangar and turned them 
over to a one-man charter service who was delighted to 
have the business. 

After she waved her friendly goodbye to the Bene- 
dicts, she erased the false optimism from her face and 
stormed back to the Sky Air hangar. Her luck had been 
running bad aU day. First, the scene with Joe. Now this. 

Since it was weU after five o’clock in the afternoon, 
she wouldn’t even have the satisfaction of chewing out 
the mechanics and ground crew. All Sky Air employ- 
ees, accept for Greta, had been gone for a couple of ' 
hours. 

Even though Bailq' wasn’t authorized to work on the 
planes, she intended to go over the C^na and figure 
out the problem so the plane would be ready in case 
there was a flight tomorrow. Come hell or high wind, 
she wasn’t going to spend another day on the ground. 

Joe had beaten her to the job. His suit coat was off, 
and his white shirt was rolled up past the elbows. It was 
clear he had checked out the plane himself the minute 
her back was turned. 

“With all due respect,” she drawled, “what in blue 
blazes are you doing here? It’s not the FAA’s job to 
mess with the planes.” 

“We should repair the brake ourselves,” he said. 

“Whoa, hold it. Is this some kind of test? I know my 
regs, and I’m not officially licensed to—” 

“It was cut.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“The brake line was sliced through. Deliberately.” 

“Sabotage,” she said. 



Chapter Seven 


She’d said the word. Sabotage! But Bailey still couldn’t 
believe it. “Joe, aie you sure?” 

“Somebody tampered with the brakes. The line 
wasn’t frayed, wasn’t worn, it was cut.” He made a 
slashing motion with his hand. “A deliberate act.” 

But it didn’t make sense. They were in Denver, not 
some international hotbed of terrorists. This was a lousy 
little Cessna Citation, owned by a Colorado-based air- 
line. Why would someone sabotage this plane? “I guess 
we’d better report it.” 

“No.” 

She stared at him. “What do you mean?” 

! “I don’t want this incident reported.” 

I “You know the rules, Joe. You’re an FAA official.” 

I Was he trying to trick her? Was this some kind of hare- 
■■ brained, half-witted ploy to test her competence? “Any 
j air accident, even a dumbo attempt at sabotage like this 

I one— which I was sure to catch before I left the 

ground— needs to be reported and investigated.’ ’ 

! ‘I’m an investigator,” he said, “Consider it re- 
ported, and don’t say anything to anyone else.” 
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“I can’t ignore procedure.” Accident forms were re- 
quired by the FAA and the insurance company, filled 
out and fOed in triplicate. “I’ll lose my pilot’s license.” 

He paced toward the plane, then back toward her 
again. The sound of his footfalls echoed on the con- 
crete floor in the empty hangar. Beyond the opened 
doors, the very first hints of dusk had begun to settle as 
the sun dipped behind the jagged horizon of the Rocky 
Mountains. 

Though Joe looked at her, his gaze turned inward, as 
if he were searching for exactly the right phrase. “I 
guess I haven’t given you any reason to trust me, Bai- 
ley.” 

“No, sir. You have not.” That was an understate- 
ment of the highest order. 

“I won’t ask you to forgive me,” he said. “Just trust 
me. I don’t have any right to ask for this. But trust me 
enough to give me this chance.” 

“What chance?” 

“If we report this sabotage, I won’t be able to inves- 
tigate the crash.” 

“I don’t understand. Why would your supervisor pull 
you off the crash investigation because you found 
something that looks like sabotage? Besides, these two 
incidents might even be related—” 

He held up his hand, staunching the flow of her ob- 
jections. “My supervisor doesn’t know I’m here.” 

Bailey’s energy faltered. She had a sour taste in the 
back of her mouth. “What are you telling me, Joe?” 

“I haven’t been assigned to this case. Not now. Not 
ever.” ' 

She swallowed hard. “Explain.” 

“I wanted to investigate, right from the start. But my 
request was turned down. My boss said I was too in- 
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rolved, that I couldn’t be objective, that he didn’t want 
me to have to relive Kate’s death day after day. 

“Seems reasonable.” 

“But that’s not how I feel about it. I want the crash 
out of my system.” He straightened his broad shoul- 
dMs. His bearing was erect, almost military. “I want her 
out of my life for good .’ ’ 

The blue-eyed gaze he leveled at Bailey was calm but 
determined. His were the eyes of a man who had faced 
death. The eyes of a test pilot. The eyes of a hero. He 
lacked the dangerous edge that she’d seen in Florida, 
but this coolness was even more scary because he 
seemed unshakable, willing to go to any lengths to 
achieve his goals. 

He continued, “Kate and I didn’t have the world’s 
greatest marriage. If she’d lived, we probably would 
have separated or even divorced. But she was killed. 
Suddenly. Tragically. Her death has tied me to her more 
permanently than our life together.” 

As he calmly, quietly poured out his soul, Bailey 
caught a glimpse of the real Joe Rivers. The flash and 
fireworks were absent. His trademark arrogance was 
gone. She felt, for the first time, that he was being 
completely honest with her. 

“During this past couple of months,” he said, “I 
thought 1 was crazy, insane. My supervisor called it an 
obsession.” 

“With Kate’s death.” 


‘Right. My boss told me to take some time off. I’ve 
aommulated about two months’ vacation.” 

Md you’re on vacation rightnow.” 

a "> ^ yo“” He 

tore her and took both her hands in his. “Don’t 
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make me stop. Not now. Let me find out why the Otter 
crashed,” 

He was almost pleading with her. Joe Rivers was not 
the sort of man who would ever beg, but he was com- 
ing close. 

“You lied to me, Joe. Out-and-out lied.” 

He squeezed her fingertips, and she felt an annoying 
thrill that climbed her arms and set her whole body to 
tingling. 

“Please, Bailey.” 

His voice struck a low, compelling note that reso- 
nated within her. She didn’t want to be attracted to this 
man, but his blue-eyed gaze shattered her defenses. 

Stm,shesaid,“No.” 

“This is more than a cut brake line,” he said. “This 
is the first real clue to the crash.” 

“A clue? How do you figure?” 

“Whoever cut that line didn’t mean to cause a crash. 
As you said, you’d notice the problem in pieflight. And 
since I was riding along with you, you couldn’t ignore 
the defective brake even if you were inclined to do so.” 

“Me?” She pulled her hands out of his grasp. “I 
would never take such a risk.” 

“Come on, Bailey, you’re a stunt pilot who’s accus- 
tomed to making do with whatever flying machine 
you’ve got on hand. If I hadn’t been on board, you 
might have decided to take off anyway and deal with the 
defective brake on landing.” 

“It crossed my mind,” she admitted. “I could have 
managed a landing on one brake, but it would have 
been swerving and would have scared the Benedict 
family half to death.” 

“So,” he said, “why would someone bother to set up 
such an obvious sabotage? I’ll tell you why. It was 
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meant as a warning. Somebody doesn’t want vou flv- 
ing.” 

Are you telling me that somebody hates me enough 
to mess with every plane I intend to fly?” 

"It’s possible.” 


She couldn’t believe it. “I might not be the most 
popular gal in Denver, but I don’t have enemies like 


Think about it,” he said. "You had a rough time 
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“Who have you been poking at with your investigat- 
ing?” 

“That shrink. The congressman. And Claude.” 

“Claude?” Bailey objected. “He’d never mess with 
one of his own planes.” 

“Give me the chance to find out,” he said. “Don’t 
report the cut brake line. Will you do it? Will you trust 
me?” 

She allowed his question to hang unanswered for a 
moment while she considered. If they got caught, he’d 
probably get a slap on the wrist. She, however, would 
lose her pilot’s license. She’d be grounded flatter than 
road kill on the side of a highway. 

But if they figured out this case, they could both lay 
their ghosts to rest. Was it worth the risk? 

Bailey heard the click-click of heels as someone ap- 
proached the hangar from the south side where the 
doors were wide open. 

Greta came around the corner. “Let’s take a look at 
those brakes,” she said. “I need to make up my sched- 
ule for tomorrow, and I want to see if this plane will be 
ready to roll.” 

It was time for a decision. 

Bailey licked her lips. She didn’t like lying, espe- 
cially not to Greta, who had never done her any harm. 
“I already checked. You know what?” 

“What?” Greta said. 

“The line was kind of frayed and loose, and I fig- 
ured I could fix it, but I screwed up and accidentally cut 
the brake line instead.” 

“I don’t believe you, Bailey.” 

Her nerve plummeted into her shoes. “You don’t?” 
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“How could you do such a silly thing?” She turned 
to Joe. “And 1 suppose you just stood there and 
watched her.” 

“I did. It happened just the way she said.” 
“Accidentally cut the line?” Her glance passed 
swiftly between them. “Well, I suppose that’s why we 
have mechanics. And, since it was worn, we probably 
needed to replace it anyway. I’ll tell Duffy to come in 
early and replace it. We’ll see what he has to say about 
this frayed brake line.’ ’ 

A deep voice rumbled from behind her shoulder. 
“Excuse me, ma’am. I don’t think there’s any need for 
that.” 

Greta pivoted and faced Mac Augustine. Immedi* 
ately, her face lost the slightly worried, pinched look. 
Her smile was warm and inviting. “Well, hello there.” 
“Hello yourself, sweet thing.” 

He gave her a long hug. To Bailey’s amazement, 
Grandpa Mac dropped a light but lingering kiss on 
Greta’s forehead. 

“Grandpa Mac?” 

He winked at her, but his attention focused on Greta. 
“You’re looking mighty fit, pretty lady.” 

“ru take that as a compliment, Mac. Any time you 
want to come running with me, you’re welcome.” 

“I don’t think I could keep up. But I’d like to try.” 
He sauntered over to Bailey, draped his arm around 
her shoulder. “You run along, honey, and take this 
sorry excuse for a test pilot along with you. I’m going 
to stay here and fix the brakes on this Cessna.” 

“Now, Mac,” Greta said, “I shouldn’t let you do 
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“I’m a certified mechanic.” He grinned at her. “Be- 
sides, I was hoping you’d offer to stay and help me with 
my tools.” 

“As a matter of fact, I think I will.” She turned to 
Bailey and Joe. “Both of you, get out of here. We’ll 
have the Cessna up and running by tomorrow. And, 
Bailey, after tonight cancelled, I put you down for a 
morning flight. Be here by nine o’clock.” 

Mac walked them to the front of the hangar. 

“Grandpa Mac, what are you doing here?” 

“When I got that call from Joe this morning, I 
thought I’d come up here and keep an eye on things. 
Good thing I did.” 

She looked up at him. “Why do you say that?” 

“The next time you two have a private conversation, 
don’t do it standing in front of an open door.” He pat- 
ted her shoulder. “You run along. Be careful, honey.” 

“Thank you, sir,” Joe said. 

“Yeah,” he growled. “And Joe, keep in mind that if 
anything happens to Bailey, I’ll kill you with my bare 
hands.” 

“I’d expect that.” 

Mac chuckled and strolled back to where Greta was 
waiting for him. The doors to the hangar were closing 
before Bailey and Joe left the field. 

Bailey couldn’t believe it. “Grandpa Mac and Greta? 
He’s old enough to be her father!” 

“Some women prefer experience, ” Joe said. 

“The man is in his sixties.” 

“He’s older than that, Bailey. The man was a pilot in 
World War II.” 

“But he was just a kid.” 

“Sure,” Joe said. “They were all young men. Brave 
men.” 
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“No, I mean he was eight years old at the Battle of 
Britain'in 1940. Mac was bom in the United States, but 
his family moved to England. His father helped de- 
velop the Spitfire LF Mk IX, one of the greatest fighter 

planes ever built.” 

‘ ‘1 thought Mac flew in the war.’ ’ 

“He did. After his father was shot down, Mac started 
flying. He was twelve.” 

“Amazing,” Joe said. “Your grandpa Mac sure does 
have the right stuff. No wonder he’s going after Greta. 
You know, Bailey, I have it on good authority that pi- 
lots are more active, longer and better than—” 

“I don’t want to hear this,” she said, stepping up her 
pace to get to the parking lot. “It’s like thinking about 
your parents having sex. I mean, you know they do, but 
I’d rather consider the copulation rituals of whooping 
cranes.” 

“Mac’s like a father to you, isn’t he?” 

“He raised me since I was eight. My parents died in 
a car accident.” She stopped beside her Volkswagen. 
“Well, Joe, what are we going to do next?” 

“As Mac pointed out, we can’t be carrying on these 
private conversations in public places. But we need to 
come up with a game plan.” 

“Agreed,” she said. Bailey was distinctly uncom- 
fortable with lying to Greta and flaunting FAA regula- 
tion about reporting the cut brake line. The longer she 
was linked with J oe and bis renegade investigation, the 
worse trouble she’d be in. “I want this done fast.” 

He offered. “My place?” 

“Thanks, no.” She shuddered, “I couldn’t stand to 
be m there without donning an apron and racing around 
like Hsnnali the happy horncmakcr/* 

“Then it’s got to be your place,” 
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Bailey wasn’t sure that was a good alternative. They 
were not, after all, discussing an after-dinner drink or 
a date. She and Joe were putting their heads together to 
figure out who, if anyone, was a saboteur. 

Her career was at stake. The last thing on her mind 
should have been sex, but it was hard to keep her 
thoughts away from that subject when she noticed the 
masculine breadth of his chest and shoulders, his flat 
torso, his narrow hips. Everything about him appealed 
to her. It always had. How could she possibly work be- 
side him without wanting him? 

“Bailey? Your place?” 

“All right, Joe, you can come to my apartment. But 
we’ve got to make an agreement, right now. We’re 
working together to investigate possible sabotage at Sky 
Air. That’s all. Nothing personal.” 

“I promise.” His slow, sexy grin did not reassure her. 

She scribbled down her address on a scrap of paper 
and handed it to him. “In case you get lost.” 

“You don’t think my Mustang can keep up with your 
Volks?” 

“Grandpa Mac always used to say, ‘It’s not the plane, 
it’s the pilot.’ ” 

“Don’t worry, Bailey. I’ll keep up with you.” 

He filed the scrap of paper with her address in his 
pocket and hurried to his car. Though she had a head 
start coming out of the parking lot, he was on her tail- 
lights in a moment. 

Joe suffered about two seconds’ worth of guilt when 
he realized that he had, once again, lied to her. He’d 
promised that there would be nothing personal be- 
tween them, but his intentions were very much the op- 
posite. He wanted to be as close to her as a man could 
be to a woman. 
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Pursuing her Volkswagen, he changed lanes and fol- 
lowed her on a right turn. He didn’t lose sight of her 
vehicle until he was hemmed in by two trucks and a 
minivan. On the first side street, he pulled over and 
checked the address. Great, he’d never even heard of 
this street. Joe had never been much of a navigator. 

Bailey chuckled as she pulled into the parking lot 
outside her apartment building. She’d lost him. J oe’s 
high-performance car and his bragging sure didn’t count 
for much when dealing with the perils of suburban 
traffic. 

It was just as well that she’d have a few minute to 
herself before he got there. Though she kept her apart- 
ment clean as a sheet of mountain snow, it still hadn’t 
lost the musty scent from being closed up for two 
months. This way, she had a chance to open the win- 
dows and let some summer breezes whip through. 

And she could make some coffee. Some of that fancy 
French-vanilla stuff that she had in the freezer. 

What about food? There was that Chinese carryout 
restaurant that delivered. Or a pizza? 

Stop! This wasn’t a date. 

Bailey had the feeling that she would be reminding 
herself of that fact often. Though she’d made a firm 
statement about not getting involved, she hadn’t been 
thinking about the crash or the sabotage or the strange 
relationship between Mac and Greta. Bailey^ imagi- 
nation had been fully occupied with visions of Joe Riv- 
ers. 

She’d hstened with great attentiveness to every word 
he’d said about his phony investigation and the possi- 
bihty that somebody might be after them. But the words 
that kept repeating in her head were from earlier, when 
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he’d said she was pretty, and just now, when he said she 
was brilliant. The sensation she recalled with bone- 
shaking vividness was his kiss. 

That moment in his arms had felt close to perfect. His 
mouth had claimed hers with a passionate demand. 
When he’d yanked her close, the tension thrilled her 
right down to her toes. And the second kiss . . . 

The ecperience would feed her dreams for a long time 
to come. But that was all. She could allow herself to 
fantasize, but she didn’t dare to allow him that close 
again. Because, someday, she would have to confess 
about what had happened in the cockpit. And he would 
despise her. 

After locking her Volks, she followed the sidewalk. 
Though it was only a little after eight o’clock, there was 
no one around. 

Bailey checked her mailbox at the front of the 
wrought-iron stair, then sorted through the “occu- 
pant” mail and the bills as she started to climb to the 
third floor. 

Her apartment complex was four buildings in adobe- 
colored stucco with red tile roofs. Each building was 
three stories and faced a central courtyard with a gar- 
den and a stone pagoda fountain that was totally out of 
character with the Spanish-style architecture. 

Bailey lived in 306. It was on the third floor, on the 
end with a view of the mountains. She liked the apart- 
ments that had just enough lighting and security to feel 
safe but not enough to be paranoid. There were lights 
outside each apartment door. 

As she rounded the top of the stair and glanced down 
toward her apartment, she noticed that her doorway 
was unlit. The comer was in shadow, and Bailey hesi- 
tated. 
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It might have been a coincidence that her plane had 
been sabotaged and her bulb had burned out, creating 
dark places where a person could hide, but Grandpa 
Mac hadn’t raised a fool for a granddaughter. She piv- 
oted and started back down the stairs. Joe would be 
here soon and he could accompany her. 

“Wait!” came a male voice from the darkness be- 
side her door. 

Bailey grabbed the railing and flew down the stair- 
case. Her feet, in sneakers, gripped the corrugated 
was past the second floor when he called to 
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It might have been a coincidence that her plane had 
been sabotaged and her bulb had burned out, creating 
dark places where a person could hide, but Grandpa 
Mac hadn’t raised a fool for a granddaughter. She piv- 
oted and started back down the stairs. Joe would be 
here soon and he could accompany her. 

“Wait!” came a male voice from the darkness be- 
side her door. 

Bailey grabbed the railing and flew down the stair- 
case. Her feet, in sneakers, gripped the corrugated 
metal. She was past the second floor when he called to 
her again. 

“I just want to talk.” 

She looked up and saw him, silhouetted against the 
bright lights at the top of the stairs, 

“Who are you?” 

“Ross O’Shea, the guy you tried to kill in a crash 
landing.” 

Bailey snapped, “We’ve got nothing to talk about.” 

As he started his descent, she raced to the ground 

oor. With her feet on pavement, she felt safer. 

“Please wait,” he repeated. “Miss Fielding, I m not 


oing to hurt you.” . 

He sounded sane, she thought, but he had b^n 
waiting in dark shadows near her apartment, which did 
lot bode well for a friendly conversation. 

“It’s about this lawsuit,” be said. “I want to drop it, 


but 1 need information.” 

“What kind of information? clow 

He was on the second-floor Ian ’f?' j-j, 

but not pursuing her. She could ^ 
bght above the stairway, and he didn,. .. 
cbo. 


“Stay there,” she said 
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“That’s fine with me.” He stopped dead in his tracks. 
“I didn’t mean to scare you, reaDy.” 

“What do you want to say to me?” 

“I think we can settle this out of court.” 

What a creep! Though she’d been in Florida and not 
Denver, Greta told her that he’d been on three local talk 
shows and the national show that Joe had seen. It 
seemed that Ross O’Shea’s new career was talking about 
his harrowing escape from a fiery death. 

In his version of the story, he had been out of his seat, 
battling to help everyone else when the engine ex- 
ploded. He was, of course, the herd. “What’s the mat- 
ter, Ross? Couldn’t get on ‘Oprah’?” 

“Hey, I had to do something, and my agent set up 
those talk shows when I still had the bandage across my 
forehead.” His rich laugh echoed on the stairs. “What 
else was I going to do? Because of my injuries, I lost a 
featured movie role in the next Arnold film.” 

She was accustomed to hearing the Aspen-bound ce- 
lebrity wannabes talking themselves up, promoting their 
nonexistent opportunities. “So, how come you’re 
hanging around in the dark outside my doorway?” 

“Could I come down there and talk to you, please?” 

“I suppose,” she said. Apart from being fatally ob- 
noxious, he seemed harmless. “We’ll stand out in the 
parking lot. I’m expecting company.” 

Bailey hurried ahead and waited for him in a puddle 
of light from the security lamps. A spotlight, she 
thought. That ought to make the actor comfortable. As 
he came nearer, about four feet from her, she snapped, 
“That’s close enough. Speak your piece.” 

“My attorneys tell me you have no money worth 
considering.” 

A«>f« ff 
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“Pursuing this court thing doesn’t seem profitable. 

He offered a disarming smile. She even thought that 
the scar across his forehead added an attractive bit of 
interest to his otherwise precisely symmetrical features. 

“So,” he said, “instead of the court thing, here’s 
what I want to do.” 

With a sudden charge, he covered the distance be- 
tween them. He caught her wrists in his hands and held 
tight as a pair of handcuffs. “Fooled you, didn’t I? I’m 
a hell of a lot better actor than anybody ever gives me 
credit for.” 

“Guess you are,” she said. “Now let me go.” 

“Not a chance.” 

Before she could physically react, he twisted her left 
arm high behind her back. His other band, carefully 
encased in a thick leather ski glove, covered her mouth. 
Her arm throbbed. She went up on her toes to alleviate 
the stress on her shoulder and elbow joints. If she 
moved too fast, if she struggled to escape, the bones 
would snap. 

Bailey was caught, trapped, helpless. "Where was Joe? 
He should have been here. If ever she had needed the 
presence of a strong, high-performance male, it was 
now. 

Ross hiked her arm up higher, but she didn’t give him 
the satisfaction of knowing how much it hurt. Ross 
Shea was a cruel bully. If she showed weakness, he’d 
push harder. 

•‘Here’s what I want you to know, Bailey.” He was 
wiiispenng into her ear. His breath was hot. “My scars 

people have even said that they 
character. And my sprains are almost one hundred 
percent resolved.” 

He lifted her arm higher. Lord, it hurt. 
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Bailey gathered her strength. She was going to have 
to defend herself. And when she did, her efforts needed 
to be quick and effective. 

“I want you to hear me, Bailey, to hear every word.” 

She maintained her immobility. 

“There’s a pain you caused, Bailey. You did it when 
that plane exploded. Do you want to know what it was? 
Do you?” 

She wanted to be away from him. His gloved hand 
over her mouth was smothering her. Ready? She needed 
to be ready in every fiber of her body. One try. One at- 
tack. Swift. Direct. If she faded, he would surely break 
her arm. 

“When that plane exploded, Bailey, you killed the 
woman I loved. Do you hear me, you—” 

She stomped hard on his toes. 

His grasp loosened. 

She pitched forward and dragged him off balance. 

He was forced to release his grip or fall with her. 

When Bailey hit the asphalt parking lot, she rolled. 
In an instant, she was back on her feet, running for all 
she was worth back to the courtyard. 

“Go,” he yelled after her. “But know this. I’ll be 
back. When you’re least expecting it, I’ll be back.” 

Clattering up the stairs, she didn’t stop sprinting un- 
til she’d unlocked her apartment door and slammed the 
door shut behind her. With frantic haste, she locked the 
door and leaned against it. 

Her arm was throbbing. Her ragged breaths sounded 
Uke the sobs she’d held back when he was threatening 
her. Bailey sank to the floor, shuddering. 

What had he meant? The woman he loved. 

Was it Kate? Was Ross O’Shea her lover, the father 
of her unborn baby? 



Chapter Eight 


Though Bailey told herself that she wasn’t scared, h 
legs were so limp that she didn’t trust herself to stai 
upright. Her stomach tensed. She gulped down brea 
after breath, forcing her lungs to heave. 

She squeezed her eyelids closed, trying to erase tl 
image of Ross leaping toward her, the predatory glea 
in his eye as he easily conquered the scant distance she 
put between them. How could she have been so gu 
ible? My gracious, she knew better. Ross O’Shea ht 
never given her a reason to trust him, and she’d bet 
lulled by his reasonable tone, tricked by his actoi 
guile. If she hadn’t escaped from him, what would Ro 
have done to her? 

Bailey shuddered. His plans for revenge didn’t be 
thinking about. She was frightened enough as it was. 

Forcing herself to stand, she went to the kitchei 
poured a glass of orange juice from the fridge ar 
drank slowly. As always, in a crisis, she was able to pic 
herself up, dust herself off and move on. Her breati 
ing calm^. Her heartbeat returned to a steady, norm 
thump. She was going to be all right. Now that she kne 
he was after her, she’d be ready. 

When her doorbell chimed, she jumped. 
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“Who is it?” 

“Me. Joe.” 

She opened the door. “What took you so long?” 

“I got kind of turned around.” He sauntered inside, 
oblivious to her goose bumps, not noticing her fear, “I 
don’t know my way around this part of town. Finally, I 
had to dig my map out of the glove box and trace my 
route.” 

“You could have asked for directions.” While he’d 
been playing with his maps and driving down blind 
streets, she’d been attacked and terrorized. “Why didn’t 
you?” 

“I had a map,” he said, as if that explained every- 
thing. 

“Excuse me," she said. “I forgot that men are ge- 
netically incapable of asking for directions.” 

“What’s wrong, Bailey?” 

“Did you notice my h'ght was burned out?” 

“Yes. If you have a bulb. I’ll fix it for—” 

“I’m not talking about home maintenance.” She 
hadn’t meant to shout, but her voice was louder than 
usual. “When I got here, Ross O’Shea was waiting in 
the dark. He jumped me, said he was letting me off the 
hook on the lawsuits and he meant to take his re- 
venge.” 

“How?”- 

“I got away from him before I found out.” 

“My God, Bailey.” Joe came toward her. Tenderly, 
he held her upper arms and peered into her eyes with a 
fierce, burning gaze. He was a thousand times stronger 
than Ross. Yet his grasp was gentle, and she was not 
afraid. “Did he hurt you?” 

“I’m all right.” 
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“Oh, honey.” He pulled her close. “I’m sorry I 
wasn’t here. God, I’m sorry.” 

Though he was stroking her back and murmuring 
comforting words, Bailey held back. Her arms crossed 
over her breasts. She kept her head turned away from 
him. If she succumbed to his kindness, her self-control 
would melt, leaving her utterly without defenses. 

“I’m okay,” she said. 

“Sit down and tell me what happened.” 

She sat on the end of her navy blue sofa and curled 
her feet underneath her. Bailey did not intend to relive 
her foolishness in being tricked into listening to Ross. 
“He grabbed me and I got away.” 

“What else?” 

Quietly, she said, “He told me that he’d be back.” 
“I won’t leave you alone,” Joe said. He felt respon- 
sible, as if his absence had somehow caused the as- 
sault. Her tension and the flickering of fear in her big 
brown eyes reproached him. Though she’d said not one 
word of accusation, he cursed himself for not being 
more protective. “I’m sticking with you. Night and 
day.” 

“That won’t be necessary.” 

“Maybe not for you, but for me.” He tried to smile 
reassuringly. “If anything happens to you, Mac is go- 
ing to kill me.” 

“Nothing will happen. I know he’s after me. Now I’ll 
be more careful.” 

Her lips were tight, and he didn’t bother to argue. 
Even if Bailey didn’t want his protection, he was going 
to take care of her. As he watched her, sitting quietly on 
the sofa, he realized that she had, unconsciously, taken 
the pose he’d imagined in his vision at the town house. 
His connection with her seemed almost mystical, 
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mythic. This slender, defiant woman with her plain- 
spoken manner and her subtle, enticing femininity rep- 
resented peace for him. He would do anything, 
absolutely anything, for her. 

“There was something else,” she said. "Ross said the 
reason he was going to hurt me was because he’d been 
hurt. Worse than the bruises and bumps he’d gotten in 
the crash. He said that the woman he loved had died in 
the crash.” 

“Kate?” 

“Four women died,” Bailey said. “Kate. The con- 
gresswoman and her mother. And Dee Valente.” 

Joe felt a burning need for action. Unable to sit still, 
he bolted from his chair and trod a path back and forth 
across her beige carpet. He was tired of passively ask- 
ing questions and following procedures. He wanted to 
track down Ross O’Shea and beat the answer out of 
him. For Bailey’s sake, he tried to be objective. “Okay. 
Ross was in love with a woman who died in the crash.” 

“Correct. But, Joe, I don’t think it’s important. If 
there was sabotage that caused the crash, it wasn’t Ross 
who did it. He’s not suicidal.” 

“But there might be a husband who would sabotage 
a plane if his wife and her lover were aboard.” 

“That makes sense,” Her eyes narrowed. “So Kate 
wasn’t his lover. Nor was Dee Valente — her husband, 
Charles, was on board. Oh, Joe, you can’t be talking 
about Jillian Grambling?” 

“Who else? Her mother?” 

“Don’t be so quick to eliminate her. Lots of older 
women are involved with younger men.” Bailey 
shrugged. “The congresswoman’s mother — Eleanor 
was her name, Eleanor Pearl Gordon. She was recently 
widowed; Might have been looking for a companion.” 
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“But she also struck me as a woman of taste, a 
woman with elegant style.” As part of the files on the 
crash, he’d studied the profiles on the victims. Eleanor 
Pearl Gordon had lived an exemplary life of commu- 
nity service. “Did you know that Eleanor founded and 
financed two homeless shelters here in town?” 

“1 know,” Bailey said. “Soon as I got back to Den- 
ver from Florida, 1 bundled up all my old Levi’s and 
stuff I don’t use and took them to the shelters.” 

“Can we eliminate her as the lover of Ross O’Shea?” 
“Yes,” Bailey said, but she was shaking her head. 
“But Jillian Grambling? I can’t believe it.” 

“Do you prefer Dee Valente?” 

“No way. Her husband, Charles, died in the crash 
with her. And she struck me as a devoted wife who was 
real concerned about his health.” 

Again, Joe thought of the information gathered in 
the files. “But the Valentes had been through some 
rough times with his business. That puts a strain on a 
marriage. If Charles thought his wife was messing 
around, he might have arranged sabotage as a murder 
and suicide.” 

“No,” Bailey said. “He was looking forward to a 
drink on the plane. Vodka. He surely didn’t behave like 
a man who was about to die.” 

“That leaves Congresswoman Jillian Gambling.” 
“Or fete. It’s possible that Ross didn’t have a thing 
to do with sabotage, that the plane went down because 
of mechanical failure. His affair might have been just 
that. An affair.” 

With fete. 

As Joe considered, he was surprised to find that he 
wasn’t terrifically upset about the idea that his wife had 
been messmg around with the actor. If she’d been at- 
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tracted to pretty-boy Ross, it reflected her own lousy 
judgment. It didn’t really seem to have much to do with 
him. Still, he said, “I don’t think it was Kate.” 

Bailey lifted an eyebrow. “Sour grapes?” 

“Not at all,” he said. Gradually, Joe was straight- 
ening out the emotions in his entangled marriage. “I’m 
remembering Kate the way she really was. She might 
have even been depressed, but Kate was practical when 
it came to dollars and cents. No way would she have an 
affair with a poor, struggling actor.” 

But Bailey was still skeptical. “Not even if he was re- 
ally dashing and good-looking?” 

“No,” he said firmly. 

And calmly. His lack of passion in talking about 
Kate’s affair surprised him. It was as if his love for her 
had been a deep well, and the well had finally run dry. 
Finally, be thought. 

He stopped his pacing, rested his hands on the back 
of the chair where he’d been sitting. and looked at Bai- 
ley. The sight of her warmed him. Gazing at her, he felt 
renewed. 

“Something wrong?” she asked. 

“Just thinking.” About her. Momentarily, he con- 
templated. Why hadn’t he been smart enough to marry 
a good woman like Bailey instead of Kate? 

Joe dragged his mind back to the question at hand. 
“Here’s why I don’t think Kate was having an affair 
with Ross. She’d conceived a child. Ross couldn’t sup- 
port her. However, according to her gynecologist, Kate 
was planning to carry this child to full term.” 

“So that leaves Jillian,” Bailey said. “I surely would 
not be shocked to find that a creep like Ross was at- 
tracted to her. She was a powerful woman, wealthy and 
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good-looking to boot. But why on earth would she 
bother with scum like Ross O’Shea?” 

Joe thought of his brief conversation with Jillian’s 
husband, Ted Grambling. He had not been impressed 
The word weasel came to mind. “Perhaps a meeting 
with our local congressman might be in order.” 

■ ^ Oh, my gracious, Joe. What are you thinking?” 
Tmth,” he said. “I’m looking for the truth.” 

And what are you going to do? March into the 
ongressman s office and demand to know if his wife 
was havmg an affair? Accuse him of sabotage?” 

^^Give me some credit, Bailey. I can be subtle ” 

You be careful. I don’t think it’s smart for you to 
mn around flashing your FAA credentials when you’re 
not ^en assigned to this case. And if you get in 
hie, I’m in deeper than you.” ^ ^ 

I won t offend the congressmaTi ” • j 

“Rps O’Shea is anothermaE^’ ' 

What are you talking about*?” 

Tomght. “I think T’m a • no^- 

“Joe, don’t.” ^ ^ ^0 O’Shea.” 

“Rnt i ^ necessary.” 

Athinctn'i ffles for this case r- 

A direct confronlStJj^j'f ' 
the tape, 

fet tequested I be 

ptoEw SEE!?: 


acc 
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He strode to the door, feeling good, feeling strong. 
Feeling like a man. 

But Bailey was right behind him. 

“I’ll be back,” he said. 

“Forget it, Joe. I’m coming with you.” 

“You don’t need to. I’ll handle this.” 

“Just in case you’ve forgotten,” she said, “it’s my 
career on the line, too. I’d rather you didn’t do this but 
I can see your testosterone is in an uproar and you won’t 
be happy until you’ve beaten something. I’m just com- 
ing along to make sure you don’t screw up too bad.” 

“Thanks for the vote of confidence.” 

Ross O’Shea lived a little too far north of Sixth 
Avenue to be considered part of the fashionable Cherry 
Creek area. Likewise, his row of apartments was too 
shoddy to be respectable. 

Joe felt the adrenaline pumping as he strode up to the 
door and pressed the bell. He wished that Bailey hadn’t 
been two paces behind him, but he could understand 
her need to make sure he didn’t kill anyone. 

He pressed the doorbell again, 

“He’s not there,” Bailey said. “And I can’t say that 
I’m disappointed. Why don’t we just get ourselves a 
burger and forget about this until tomorrow?” 

But there was a young woman approaching the door 
of the apartment next door. “Excuse me,” Joe said. 
“Do you know Ross O’Shea?” 

“Sure. He’s my neighbor.” 

“I really need to get ahold of him. Is there some- 
place special where he usually hangs out?” 

“The bar,” she said. “The Coffee Bar down on 
Third.” 

“Thanks.” 
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Times had certainly changed, Joe thought as they re- 
turned to his car. Just five years ago, a singles bar serv^ 
whiskey and beer instead of latte and cappuccino. He’d 
been out of the dating scene for the seven years he’d 
been married, and he wasn’t anxious to return to it. 
“Bailey, do you go to places like that? Coffee bars?” 
“Sure, I drink coffee.’ ’ 

“I mean, do you go there to meet people? To meet 
men?” 

She hooted with laughter. Sarcastically, she said, 
“Sure, Joe. All us single chicks get ourselves wired on 
espresso and then do mating dances.” 

“Then how do you meet men?” 

“I don’t go out of my way,” she said. “Maybe I 
should. Maybe that’s why I’m still unmarried and un- 
attached at the ripe age of twenty-seven.” 

Outside the Coffee Bar were tables and chairs that 
were mostly occupied by couples enjoying the soft 
summer night. Most of the patrons, however, pre- 
ferred to sit inside, where a long-haired woman played 
her twelve-string guitar and sang in a delicate soprano. 
Joe found the atmosphere to be pleasing, friendly, 
touched with the redolence of fresh-baked muffins and 
brewed coffee. Six different flavors, he noticed on the 
chalkboard menu. The variety of preparation ranged 
from white chocolate latte to anise espresso. 

Bailey stood close to his side. Of course, she didn’t 
have much choice, since the interior of the Coffee Bar 
was packed with tables, but Joe felt as if they were on a 
date. Though it wasn’t true, he was strangely com- 
forted by her neamess~as if they were supposed to be 
together. 

He d nwer felt so comfortable when he escorted 
Kate. Her bright blond loveliness had attracted admir- 
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ing stares from the men and disgruntled notice from the 
women. Joe had been an appendage, the anonymous 
man who had the privilege of accompanying the best- 
looking female in the room. 

Bailey was different. Better, he thought. 

He scanned the crowd until he spotted the back of 
Ross O’Shea’s head. He sat at a table with two attrac- 
tive females, and he appeared to be engaged in ani- 
mated conversation. 

A rush of anger heated Joe’s blood. He had saved the 
life of this worthless actor when the plane crashed. 

Joe tapped him on the shoulder. 

Interrupted midsentence, Ross turned his head. When 
he looked up and recognized Joe and Bailey, the charm 
that he was aimmg at his companions vanished. “What 
do you want?” 

“Let’s step outside. We need to talk.” 

“Talk to me here.” 

Joe glanced around the Coffee Bar. It wouldn’t have 
been his first choice for a brawl, but he wasn’t about to 
be intimidated by a herd of coffee drinkers. 

He didn’t bother to keep his voice low. “I saved you, 
Ross. You were unconscious when the plane went down, 
and I carried you out of there.” 

“Thanks. Do you want me to send you roses?” 

“I saved you, and my wife died. Burned to death in 
the explosion.” 

“Your wife?” 

Ross seemed truly puzzled. Was it possible that he 
was so self-centered that he didn’t know anything about 
the other people who had been killed in the crash? 

“Kate Rivers,” Joe said. “The pilot. She was my 
wife.” 
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There was a total lack of reaction from Ross, then a 

casual shrug. “Sorry, man.” 

‘ ‘That’s all you have to say?” ^ 

“What do you want to hear?” he whined. “Itwasn t 

my fault.” . . 

Either he giving an Academy Award-winnmg per- 
formance or he really didn’t know that Elate was Joe s 
wife. So Ross wasn’t having an affair with her. 

Probably, Joe thought, his lover was the congress- 
woman. Jillian Grambling. But Joe wanted to hear him 
say it. 

Bailey touched his arm. “Come on, Joe. Let’s get out 
of here.” 

He patted her hand, “Not yet.” 

“Leave me alone,” Ross said. “Don’t you get it? It 
wasn’t my fault. Hey, maybe it was your wife’s fault. 
She was supposed to be flying the damn plane.’ ’ 

Rage flashed inside Joe’s head. An intense, white-hot- 
fury swelled and grew until every muscle in his body was 
tensed for action. Still, he remained in control, total 
control. 


“And look who you’re with,” Ross said derisively. 
“Bailey Fielding. She’s the one who screwed up. She 
crashed the plane.” 


“You’ve got that wrong. The only reason you and I 
ate still alive is Bailey. You should be kissing her feet.” 

“Get away from me. Both of you.” 

Joe wasn’t a bully. He would never throw the first 
punch. But he needed to make Ross understand that if 
he came near Bailey again, there would be devastating 

WQ°i3^'?r;> threatened thi 

woman, ^at s never going to happen again.” 

“You ca. 
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"Read this,” Joe said. “If you bother her, if you 
come near her again, I will make it my business to break 
every bone in your body.’ * 

"You don’t scare me.” 

But he looked like a frightened little kid. His fingers 
tapped nervously on the tabletop. His mouth was quiv- 
ering, and his eyes darted. 

“If I don’t scare you,” Joe said, “you’re a fool.” 

Taking Bailey’s arm protectively, Joe turned and they 
moved toward the exit. 

"Thank you,” she whispered. “I’m glad you didn’t 
hit him.” 

“The night’s not over,” Joe said. 

He knew that the actor was watching them leave. His 
vindictive eyes were riveted to the back of Joe’s head. 
Joe had thrown down the challenge. He didn’t think 
Ross would resist. 

They were on the street, ten paces away from the 
outside tables, when he heard Ross’s voice. 

"Hey, Joe! You can’t talk to me like that.” 

Tliming slowly, Joe faced him. “How about if I talk 
to you like this? You were having an affair with Jillian 
Grambling.” 

"She was gomg to dump her husband and marry 
me.” 

"You?” 

"She would have married me. I was going to be rich 
and respected. Big house in Denver. Fancy town house 
in Arlington for when Congress was in session. Every- 
thing was going to be perfect.” He seemed to stare 
through Joe, seeing only Bailey. “You’ll pay for that, 
lady. I’ll see to it.” 

He started toward her, but J oe stepped in the way. 



Ross lashed out with a wild jac.. hur . 

in time. Ross’s fist missed his nose by hail s ^ 

Joe griimed with hard sat&factioti. 
fight back. 

“No!” Bailey shouted. “Joe, douV’^ 

She couldn’t stop him. She knew that it was D:p£^ 
to even try. Joe was riding the edge of hs arger. trs 
dangerous edge. 

Other customers of the Coffee Bar who were sitsag 
outside came toward them. To Bailey, it seemsa that 
they were moving in slow motion, as if in a dream. 

Joe’s right hand flicked in Ross’s face. It was almost 
a slap. Then Joe drove his left hard into the midsection 
of his opponent, and Ross doubled over. He fell to his 
knees. 

Onlookers stqjped around him, helping him to his 
feet, tr>Tng to talk to him. 

“AH right,” she said quickly. “It’s over, Joe. Let’s 

go-” 

He flexed his fingers, not even fcrsathhig hard. Re- 
luctantly, he allowed himself to fee pulled a—ax ‘’Okay, 
Bailey. I guess you’re right,” 

But th^ had barely turned nehr fc-trla wher. she 
heard someone shout “Look outi; Ked gut s 
Joe whipped around, instantly gfert, ’’ Gettaricr’ he 
ordered her. “Stay out of the way,”' 

- Ross balanced his weight like 

quick thrusts with the blade. ^ 

“Come on,” Joe said. “Come at ms/’ 

- le^erized with fear, Bailey couldn’t look away 
who circled each other with deadly 

happened toJoe, she didn'tthii!V.ste 
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He moved in close, almost teasing with his nearness, 
and Ross made a vicious lunge. 

Joe, still unmarked, caught Ross’s knife hand near 
the wrist and slammed down hard, causing Ross to slash 
his own thigh. The actor screamed with pain and 
dropped the knife. 

This time, Joe didn’t walk away. He delivered a 
thunderous uppercut to Ross’s jaw, and the actor 
crumpled to the sidewalk outside the Coffee Bar. 

The wail of a police siren cut through the night. 



Chapter Nine 


The next morning, Bailey turned off the alarm clock 
before the buzzer went off. She stared up at the ceiling 
in her apartment and groaned. Awakening after a night 
of tossing and turning was painful. Her left arm ached 
from when Ross had assaulted her, and there was a 
faintly blue bruise on her wrist where he’d grabbed 
hard. In addition, her anxiety seemed to have settled in 
the pit of her belly. Her gut twisted like a washcloth be- 
ing wrung out to dry. She groaned again. How had she 
gotten herself into such a tangled mess? 

After the incident at the Coffee Bar, Joe had man- 
aged the police questions so skillfully that they’d ar- 
rested Ross O’Shea and took him, in custody, to be 
treated for his knife wound at Denver General Hospi- 
tal. Though Ross had regained consciousness in time to 
squeal hysterically that Joe had threatened him, that he 
had pulled the knife in self-defense, that Joe had 
stabbed him, the police had had little sympathy. An at- 
titude, Bailey suspected, that came partly from witness 
statements and partly from the FAA credentials that J oe 
had not hesitated to show, even though he wasn’t in- 
vestigating. 
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gotten herself into such a tangled mess? 

After the incident at the Coffee Bar, Joe had man- 
aged the police questions so skillfully that they’d ar- 
rested Ross O’Shea and took him, in custody, to be 
treated for his knife wound at Denver General Hospi- 
tal. Though Ross had regained consciousness in time to 
squeal hysterically that Joe had threatened him, that he 
had pulled the knife in self-defense, that Joe had 
stabbed him, the police had had little sympathy.. An at- 
titude, Bailey suspected, that came partly from witness 
statements and partly from the FAA credentials that Joe 
had not hesitated to show, even though he wasn’t in- 
vestigating. 
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In any case, Ross was out of the way. For the mo- 
ment. No doubt he’d be out on bail almost immedi- 
ately, but Joe said bis lawyers would certainly warn him 
about the legal ramifications he would encounter if he 
tried to harass her. Unless he was insane, he wouldn’t 
come after Bailey again. 

Yet she felt far from safe. She was decidedly ner- 
vous, and Bailey had never been a jumpy sort of 
woman. Her anxiety didn’t come from a fear of Ross 
O’Shea. Nor was it particularly connected to the sev- 
ered brake line on the Cessna. The name of this gut- 
churning tension was Joe Rivers. 

She was connected to him. The crash had entwined 
their lives like the roots of a Florida mangrove tree. Yet, 
because of the crash, they could never grow closer, 
never form a lasting bond. After the investigation, she 
and Joe would go their separate ways, and she could 
only hope that he didn’t end up hating her. 

After her shower, she forced down a piece of dry toast 
and orange juice. When she was halfway out the door 
to the airport, her telephone rang and she grabbed it. 

“Hi, Bailey.” It was Joe. His voice sounded like 
morning, husky and as intimate as wanned bed sheets. 

“Hi, yourself.” 

“We’re going out tonight.” 

She wished that were true, that he could call her and 
make a quick plan, assuming that she’d be there for 
him. “Joe, ! really don’t think—” 

“To a fund-raising dinner for Congressman Ted 
Grambling. Not formal, but dressy. I’ll pick you up at 
six.” 

“Wait a minute,” she said. Obviously, this “date” 
wasn’t just a simple evening out. He wasn’t proposing 
dinner and a movie. “What are you plotting?” 



Cassie Miles 


149 


"Infiltration,” lie said. “In the case files on the in- 
vestigation, I have all the fonnal statements from the 
survivors and their families. Now 1 need to get inside. 
Poke around. Listen to gossip. I need to turn over some 
rocks and see what crawls out from underneath.” 

"Nothing pretty,” she assured him. “Are you sure 
this is a good idea? If Grambling wanted to cau^ trou- 
ble for you, he could.” 

"Don’t worry, I’m not going to make a scene.” 
"That’s what you said last night,” she accused. “And 
that ended up with a knife fight and an arrest.” 

"See you tonight. Six o’clock.” 

At the airport, Bailey took the repaired Cessna on a 
quick and mercifully uneventful charter to Greeley, then 
returned empty. By three o’clock, she was done for the 
day. 

When she went to the parking lot to pick up her Volks 
and head for home, she found Grandpa Mac leaning 
against the front fender, enjoying a cigarette with far 
too much relish. 

"Heard about last night,” he said. 

"Really? I thought you’d be so busy tomcatting 
around that nothing much else would attract your at- 
tention.” 

He grinned. "That Greta is one hell of a woman. We 
go way back, maybe fifteen years.” 

Though she didn’t really want to hear about or think 
about her grandfather’s womanizing exploits, Bailey 
didn’t register disapproval or approval. His life was his 
own. It had been her good fortune to have him raise her 
Since she was eight, and she loved him uncondition- 

a y— m spite of his fondness for whiskey and the oc- 
casional cigarette. 

“How’d you get up here?” she asked. 
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“I brought the Spitfire. Made it from Florida to 
Denver in four quick hops.” 

She’d suspected as much, and his revelation did not 
please her. The fully renovated World War II Spitfire 
with camouflage paint and blue bull’s-eyes on each 
wing wasn’t really designed for cross-country travel. 
“I’m glad you got here in one piece.” 

“I’m fine,” he said. “It’s you I’m worried about. I 
heard about the knife fight. Joe’s not getting you into 
trouble, is he?” 

“Trouble was already there,” she said. “Joe’s part of 
it, but he’s not the cause. Who told you about the 
fight?” 

“Joe. He was going to be busy today, and he sug- 
gested that I might want to keep an eye on you, in case 
this Ross O’Shea character didn’t get the message.” 

“Protecting me?” She bristled. “You two have de-' 
cided to set up a twenty-four-hour-a-day protection 
service?” 

“Unruffle those feathers, Bailey. I’ve been watching 
over you since you were a little girl.” 

“But I’m a grown woman now. I don’t need body- 
guards.” 

He stubbed out his cigarette. “Okay, honey. Let’s get 
serious. I overheard that conversation between you and 
Joe last night. I know this investigation isn’t sanc- 
tioned by the FAA, and I know you failed to report a 
possible sabotage on the Cessna. If you two don’t get 
this investigation settled in a mighty quick manner, 
you’re both going to be in hot water up to your necks. 
You’ll probably lose your pilot’s license.” 

She nodded. “There’s a lot riding on the investiga- 
tion.” 
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ItoiNGNOTTO THINK of this evening’s infiltration as a 
date, Bailey scanned her closet, searching for the right 
stuff for a woman pilot who wanted to look dressy but 
not fonnal. Attractive, but not sexy. Most definitely not 
sexy. Now was not the time to start sending sensuous 
messages to Joe. 

Her best choice was a sleeveless, V-neck, black mini- 
dress in rayon. Luckily, her legs were darkly tanned 
from the time she’d spent in Florida, so she wouldn’t 
have to bother with panty hose. 

She blew-dry her hair, made a part down the middle 
and allowed it to fall straight, halfway down her back. 
Checking out her reflection in the mirror, she hoped 
that wearing her hair down wouldn’t create the wrong 
impression. It was a simple style— plain and simple. 

She frowned. Would Joe think she was trying to look 
slinky? 

When she started fishing through her makeup drawer, 
she had the same problem, the same question. How 
could she make herself look appropriate for a fancy 
dress affair without causing Joe to think she’d done 
herself up to entice him? 

She dug around in the closet until she found a pair of 
black high-heel sandals that she had worn only once 
before because they made her tall as an amazon. 

Completely ready, she stepped in front of the mirror 
again. She looked so well put together that she could 
hardly believe herself. “Damn,” Bailey said. 

Though it gave her a sense of satisfaction to look 
good, she needed to keep her distance from Joe. How 
could she convey that n^? 

A sudden inspiration struck her. The necklace! 

Bailey retrieved the tiny gold airplane with the dia- 
mond propeller from her mostly empty jewelry box. 
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Hadn’t Joe said that the necklace mace him think cf 
women who were cheaters and man^ulatcrs? H she 
wore this necklace as an amulet, it should rers aim 
thoughts he might have of getting close to her. 

She fastened the chain around her neck. Ferrem! The 
little airplane glowed against the tan of her hiensrcne 
above her cleavage. Now she could be sumeci ~~~ 100” 
not feel guilty about it. 

When she heard the bell, she vanksc the dccr ^ 

and grabbed her purse. “Okay, let's more 'sn ni' inh 
head ’em up.” 

. She charged out, locked her deachcit and m.-ed :r 


‘Wait a minute,” Joe said. “Let 


tne nine a leak n 


She lifted her chm, showins on the -rer^.-r^ 

waited while he studied her fen head tctc“ 

Joe wasn't gaping because, after alL t-V 

man, but his blue eyes sparkled with ' 

expression.darkened. •_ — ^ 

^ Good, she thought, he’d gose her 
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was. As sbe moved, her long legs felt graceful instead of 
gawky. 

When he opened her car door and helped her inside, 
she didn’t argue about how she could open a doggoned 
door for herself. And when he slid behind the wheel of 
his Mustang and glanced at her appreciatively once 
more, Bailey knew what it was to be a lady who was 
pampered and cared for. The amazing thing was that it 
seemed so natural. This was the secret she’d tried so 
hard to learn and could never seem to grasp. All it took 
was the right moment. And the right man. 

If only this could go on forever. If only they had a 
future. 

Joe ainied the car toward downtown Denver. “So, 
Bailey. How was your day?’’ 

“I flew to Greeley.” 

“Tell me about it.” 

“My return to commercial flying,” she said. “It 
wasn’t sp)ectacular. I mean, the heavens didn’t open and 
hosts of angels did not sing a hearty hallelujah chorus.” 

“Tell me about the sky.” 

“Oh, the sky. Clear as a breeze. Blue from horizon to 
horizon.” Like his eyes, she thought. “Some puffy 
clouds. On the way back, I was flying empty, so I dove 
through one, just so I could come out the other side. I 
wanted to buzz low to the ground and chase a herd of 
cows, but there’s this big fat Sky Air logo on the tail, 
and I surely didn’t want Qaude getting irate phone calls 
from fanners. That’s the problem with flying commer- 
cial. You can’t let go and play.” 

“Can’t go really fast, either.” 

She studied the firm set of his jaw. “Do you miss it, 
Joe? Being a test pilot? Flying fast?” 

‘ ‘No more than once or twice a day.’ ’ 
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“So you liked being a rocket man?” 

“I never made it that far,” he said. “But I always 
ft^anted to be an astronaut, to fly the shuttle.’ ’ 

‘ ‘Why didn’t you go for it?” 

He shrugged. “I got married.” 

No further explaining was needed. Not for Bailey. 
She understood. If she were married to a test pilot, she 
would have uncomfortable feelings. Uncomfortable? 
Heck, she’d be downright terrified. It was the job of a 
test pilot to push the envelope, to break records of al- 
titude and speed and endurance, to take outrageous 
chances. Every morning when you kissed your hus- 
band goodbye, there was a fair-to-middling chance he 
wouldn’t come home that night. “It’s like being mar- 
ried to a cop. Or a soldier.” 

“Or someone like you,” he added. 

“Me?” 

“There’s a lot of risk in stunt flying.” 

“Well, now, if that isn’t an example of the pelican 
saying the bass has a big mouth! How can you possibly 
compare a couple of harmless loop-the-loops with fly- 
ing so high that you see the blue s^ turn to stars?” 

“It’s dangerous,” he said. 

‘ ‘So’s driving a car, but you don’t see me sitting here 
shivering and gasping.” 

“Life is dangerous,” he said. “But if you don’t take 
any risks, you’re not really living.” 

“Amen to that.” It occurred to her that it misht be 
fun to go up with Joe. “You know, Grandpa Mac has 
a friend who’s offered the use of bis stunt plane. A 
specially rigged Piper Tomahawk. Maybe this weekend 
we could take a ride, and I could show 3rou how safe 
these stunts really are.” 

“I’d like that,” Joe said. “Irs a dale.” 
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A date? That wasn’t what she’d intended. She wasn’t 
going to see Joe on a social basis. No dates! But asking 
seemed so natural, like being ladylike when she was 
dressed so pretty. Both were a mistake, Bailey thought. 
She wasn’t really a lovely, well-dressed, desirable fe- 
male. And she shouldn’t be thinking about a date with 
Joe Rivers. 

‘ ‘Wish I could reciprocate,’ ’ he said . 

“What?” 

“I wish I could show you my kind of flying. But I 
don’t think the military is going to let me goof around 
in a Stealth bomber.” 

“Probably not.” She needed to get back on track, 
return to the only appropriate subject that existed be- 
tween them. The investigation. “What did you find out 
today?” 

He acknowledged her change of subject with a nod 
of his head. “I did a little discreet checking around 
about Jillian Grambling and her husband, Ted.” 

“You were discreet?” she asked, disbelievingly. 

“I have a few friends in high places. That’s how I 
heard about this fund-raising dinner. Anyway, it seems 
that Jillian Grambling, although she had an outstand- 
ing reputation as a legislator, was prone to messing 
around. Ross wasn’t her first or her most important 
lover.” 

“Was she really going to divorce her husband for 
him?” 

“Not a chance. Ted Grambling wasn’t blameless. He 
had a few sweet young things tucked away on the side. 
According to my source, Jillian and Ted had decided to 
stay hitched for the sake of both their careers, but it was 
a marriage in name only.” 
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“Well, then, I guess we can scratch insane jealousy as 
a motive for sabotage. Seems like she and Ted had made 
their peace regarding their love life,” 

“Or the lack thereof.” 

“It’s a shame,” she said. “I know their kids are gone 
and grown, but it’s still sad that they stayed together 
when there really wasn’t a marriage left,” 

“Sad,” Joe agreed, though he was familiar with the 
scenario. “But it happens,” 

Glittering passions, he thought, have a way of tar- 
nishing over the years. He and Kate had lapsed into 
a fairly loveless marriage. He was gone all the time. 
And she had found another man to fill the void. How 
did it happen? There hadn’t been a moment, a single 
moment, when they woke up and realized that their love 
was ruined, 

“Joe?” 

“What, Bailey?” 

“If Ted wasn’t jealous of her affair, he didn’t have a 
motive for sabotage.” 

“That’s where you’re wrong,” he said. “Ted’s mo- 
tive for wanting his wife dead was the oldest in the 
book— money. Not only did he inherit all their feint 
assets, but he receives double indemnity on an insnr- 
ance policy that could make a dent in the ratfenri 
debt.” 

“Plus the political ties make him a quick shcc-in arc 
he becomes a congressman.” 

“A big plus,” Joe said, “for a guy whe nerer nm- 
gressed beyond second-string hv-ysr:' 

“Assuming you’re right,” she sa51 ‘nhstes szR n 
question in my mind. How did he do idl Izdis ninne 
went down because of sabotage h was a near [cb. I 
wasn’t in the cockpit when the msr jclr hhn ber ir Sr 



158 


Rule Breaker 


like a natural pressure loss. And you FAA guys went 
over every piece of wreckage with a fine-tooth comb 
and couldn’t find evidence of sabotage.” 

“It had to be someone who knows planes. Someone 
who had access to the Sky Air fleet.” 

“But who?” 

They were still pondering that question when they 
arrived and Joe turned the Mustang over to a red-coated 
valet for parking. He showed their invitation, and they 
stepped inside the Seventeenth Street restaurant that was 
hung with slightly garish bunting and a banner that an- 
nounced Ted Grambling, Your fepresentative. 

The first person they bumped into was Claude Whis- 
tler, the owner of Sky Air. Joe couldn’t have asked for 
a more obvious answer to Bailey’s question. Someone 
who knew airplanes? That surely was Claude. And he 
had unlimited access to the Sky Air planes. 

He was looking dapper in a summer-weight charcoal 
gray suit. The silver in his hair shimmered like threads 
woven into cloth of gold. After a quick nod to Joe, his 
gaze rested upon Bailey. 

“Is that really you?” he asked. 

“Why wouldn’t it be?” she challenged. 

“You look very beautiful, Bailey.” 

Though he stepped back to fully admire her, his at- 
tention was not offensive. His grin was friendly, al- 
most fatherly, as he nodded and said, “Very lovely. I 
especially like your necklace.” 

“Thank you,” she said. 

Joe took her arm. This dressed-up version of Bailey 
was a remarkable, breathtaking woman, but he almost 
preferred the way she looked in her Levi’s with the 
denim stretched tight across her firm buttocks and her 
long legs. 
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Of course, he was pleased that she cleaned up so 
nicely, but there was another way he wanted to see Bai- 
ley. All day, his imagination had been actively filled 
with a vision of this woman, stretched out on a clean 
white sheet, completely naked, her limbs heavy with the 
languor of their lovemaking. He’d thought of those 
long, tanned legs being wrapped around him. Her arms 
would be thrown back in surrender. Her eyes would be 
dazed with fulfilled passion. 

Dangerous thoughts. And inappropriate. 

Joe hadn’t missed the significance of the airplane 
necklace. Kate’s necklace. It was a golden reminder of 
unfaithfulness and failed relationships. 

Joe turned his attention to Claude Whistler. “So, 
what are you doing here? I didn’t know you were a 
Grambling supporter.” 

“I always supported Jillian. I guess Ted’s the next 
step.” 

“How do they compare?” 

Claude drew himself up. “Though I’ve always liked 
his wife, my politics are more in line with Ted. I think 
he’ll be a good change.” 

“A brave new world?” Bailey said. 

“Not really,” Claude said with disarming honesty. 
“Ted is more conservative. Nowadays, so am I. When 
I was first starting out, punching a hole in the estab- 
lished hierarchy of the airline routes, I liked Jillian’s 
focus on the small businessman and his needs. Now I 
prefer being a well-protected success story.” 

Tirnes change, Joe said, and he wondered how 
aggressive Claude would be in moving the political ch'- 
mate toward his goals. Was it possible that he sabo- 
taged Ws own plane in order to have a more sympathetic 
ear m Ted Grambling? ^ ^ 
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They small talked for a few more minutes, then Joe 
spotted another individual whom he hadn’t expected to 
see here. The psychiatrist. Dr. Lawrence Salton. Skill- 
fully, he directed Bailey toward their next encounter. 

As they neared the doctor, she whispered, “What’s 
he doing here?” 

“According to my friend who gave me the tickets, 
this dinner is the first fund-raising event to be sched- 
uled since Jillian’s death. It’s a changing of the guard.” 

“How so?” 

“Apparently, when Ted took over his wife’s seat in 
the special election, he made his presence felt. He fired 
most of her key advisers and replaced them with his own 
crew. Obviously, there was some resentment. This event 
is significant, solidifying the basic support group and 
introducing the new power structure. In the next elec- 
tion, Ted is running on his own.” 

“So most of these people prefer Ted over his wife,” 
she mused. “How much, I wonder. How much did they 
want JOlian out of the way?” 

“Don’t get me wrong, Bailey. I don’t think we’re 
looking at a whole roomful of potential murderers. But 
there might be one among them ” 

“Dr. Salton,” Bailey said, sticking out her hand. 
“It’s nice to see you, sir.” 

His mustache twitched in recognition as he shook her 
hand. “You’re the woman at the airport who inter- 
rupted my group. Bailey?” 

“Yes.” 

Salton reserved his intense scrutiny for Joe. “And 
you’re the husband, Kate’s husband. Did you make an 
appointment at my office?” 

‘ ‘Tomorrow morning at ten.” 
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Joe didn’t believe that Salton v/as so completely un- 
aware of his schedule. Surely, he knew that Joe was his 
ten-o’clock appointment. In asking, he was playing a 
game, a mind game. This might be difficult territory— 
matching wits with a psychiatrist— but Joe was game to 
try. “You’re a Grambling supporter?’’ 

“Ted Grambling. I didn’t have much use for his 
wife.” 

“Why not?” 

“My reasons for not supporting her were my own.” 
Joe took a guess. “ JUlian Grambling was a patient of 
yours.” 

“That’s a very good shot in the dark, Joe. However, 
as you know, my relationship with my clients is privi- 
leged information.” He waved to someone across the 
room, then turned back to them. “Excuse me.” 

Bailey tugged on Joe’s sleeve, pulling him to one side. 
“He did it. I’m sure he did. Salton knows enough about 
planes to do sabotage. And he was dosing Kate with 
some kind of sedative drug—” 

“Antidepressant,” Joe said. “That’s different,” 
“He had two patients on the plane. Maybe more. We 
should check the whole passenger roster, compare it 
with his client list.” 

“What would that prove?” 

“Maybe there was something weird going on with his 
practice, and his clients were beginning to figure it out. 
Maybe he had a good reason for wanting the plane to go 
down.” 

“Unfortunately,” Joe said, “that’s highly unlikely. 

I ve checked into Salton. He’s the shrink superstar of 
the moment. His clients — many of whom are the same 
upper-crust women who would be at this fund-raiser- 
speak highly of him.” 



Bailey shuddered. “Hard to believe. He’s so cold. I 
wouldn’t trust him with my grocery list, much less my 
deepest, most personal problems.” 

“His approach is a variation on ‘tough love.’ He’s 
confrontational.” 

“I’ll say he is.” Bailey wasn’t ready to give up her 
suspicions when it came to Dr. Lawrence Salton. No 
matter what he called his therapy, he struck her as a 
cruel person, one who would not hesitate to shove aside 
anyone who stood in his way. Plus, he knew about air- 
planes. He could have arranged sabotage. 

And there were the drugs, she thought. As she milled 
in the attractive crowd, she found herself standing closer 
and closer to Joe. He seemed solid and real in this 
crowd of beautiful people who ran on power and dark 
motivations. 

Bailey spied another familiar face. The small woman 
was standing near Ted Grambling himself. Her face was 
animated, and her manner was nearly manic. She was 
the woman in Salton’s fear-of-flying group ,who had 
refused to go up in the plane. Emily? 

Her glance met Bailey’s. Suddenly, there was a 
change in Emily’s manner. She’d been joking and 
laughing with Ted Grambling. As she glared at Bailey, 
her eyes narrowed . Her lips thinned . 

She pushed through the crowd, coming at Bailey, 
charging at her. Nearly a full head shorter, she stopp^ 
in front of Bailey. < 

Emily’s voice was high, nearly hysterical. “How dare 
you follow me?” 

“I’m not,” Bailey said. “I’m sorry, ma’am, but you 
must have me mistaken with someone else.” 
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“Oh, no, I haven’t. You showed up at the airport, 
too. 1 didn’t recognize you then. But afterward, Dr. 
Salton told me who you were.” 

“My name’s Bailey Fielding.” She was thoroughly 
perplexed. Though there was something familiar about 
this woman, Bailey couldn’t place her. 

“Don’t play innocent with me. Don’t you dare!” 

Joe interrupted, “I’m sorry, ma’am, but—” 

“How can you be with her? I know you, too. How 
can you, Joe Rivers? Don’t you know? This is Bailey 
Fielding, and she killed your wife.” 

“Hold it, lady. You’re way out of line.” 

She reached up and swung at Bailey, who easily 
dodged the small hand and sharp little fingernails. 

People were looking. Conversations stilled. 

“Don’t you know who I am?” Emily demanded. 
“Don’t you?” 

“I’m sorry,” Bailey said. “But I really don’t recog- 
nize you. Can we start over and—” 

“Of all the nerve! You’re the cruelest, most vicious, 
most insensitive—” 

“Stop!” Joe caught the small woman’s arm in a firm 
grip. “Stop right now, ma’am. We’re going to go out- 
side, take a couple of deep breaths and settle whatever 
you think is your problem. Okay? Now, let’s go.” 

“You go,” she said. “You leave. Both of you. No- 
body wants you here. You’re an affront to Ted Gram- 
bling. And to me. And to every right-thinking person in 
this room. You’re no better than a murderer.” 

“Listen, lady. You’d better calm down.” 

“I’m Emily Valente Raymond. My mother and fa- 
ther were Dee and Charles Valente.” She raised her 
hand and pointed at Bailey. “You killed them.” 



Chapter Ten 


When this tiny woman in her pretty little purple-and- 
white dress attacked, Bailey couldn’t just let it pass. Her 
fists clenched at her sides. Her chin thrust forward at a 
hard, stubborn angle. 

She wanted to punch Emily on her pert little nose, but 
she was glad when Dr. Lawrence Salton separated from 
the crowd. He strode aggressively forward and caught 
hold of both of Emily’s hands. Staring into her eyes, he 
spoke in a low, hypnotic voice, “Emily, dear, this isn’t 
appropriate behavior.” 

"Appropriate be damned,” she snarled at him. “This 
woman killed—” 

“Stop!” he commanded. “Emily, think. Forget 
about her. How do you feel? You?” 

‘ T can’t stand to be in the same room with her,’ ’ Em- 
ily tugged weakly, trying to pull away from him, but she 
seemed to be calming down. The fire in her complex- 
ion faded to two feverish red dots on her cheeks. “I 
loathe her.” ' 

Salton glanced at Bailey. “Perhaps you should 
leave.” 

Not a chance. To leave would be to admit guilt. “Dr. 
Salton, sir, I don’t lay claim to a blameless life. But Tve 
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never been one to turn tail and run. Mrs. Raymond has 
accused me unjustly, and I mean to set the record 
straight.” 

‘‘The issue here,” Salton clarified, “is not who’s 
right and who’s wrong. There’s nothing to be gained for 
either of you by acting out.” 

“Mrs. Raymond,” Bailey said. ‘.‘Please believe me, 
ma’am. I would give my own life if it would bring your 
parents back. But I can’t. There’s nothing I can do. 
There’s nothing I could have done. It was an acci- 
dent.” 

“Precisely,” Salton said. “An accident. Did you hear 
that, Emily?” His manner was firm. He kept hold of 
her hands, restraining her. It seemed probable to Bai- 
ley that he’d had this conversation with Emily before, 
“Emily, listen to me.” 

“You’re lying,” she said. “Why do you keep lying to 
me?” 

“Truth is painful. We’ve talked about this, Emily. 
Remember? We’ve talked about denial.” 

Under her breath, she whispered, “You all keep tell- 
ing me I'm wrong. An accident? Sure, sure. You’re all 
wrong.” 

“Why do you say that?” Joe asked. 

“I miss them so much.” Her eyes were a little wild. 
“There were so many things I never got to say.” 

Ted Grambling took it upon himself to join them. 
Though Bailey had never been formally introduced to 
him, she recognized the condescending, cardboard smde 
as he strode into their midst like a monitor on a riav- 
ground. “Well, now,” he said in a hearts- tone, 
the problem here, Emily?” 

“Her.” 
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Grambling turned his head toward Bailey. His eye- 
brows lifted. “Have we met?” 

Before she could respond, Emily pulled free from 
Salton’s grasp. “I’ll tell you who she is, Ted. Look at 
the little airplane necklace around her neck. That ought 
to be a clue to her profession.” 

“A pilot?” he guessed. 

“Duh,” said Salton. “Tell you what, Ted. You go 
stand up on your podium, and I’ll handle this.” 

“Now, Doc, you know that’s not the way I am. I take 
a hands-on approach.” Ted, the perfect politician, 
scowled with the proper degree of concern. “But you 
could help me out. Doc. Can you tell me what’s going 
on?” 

Salton explained, “This young woman was pUoting 
the plane that crashed. She’s Bailey Fielding.” 

Though Ted Grambling was not a tall man, he gave 
the impression of stature as his spine stiffened. His dis- 
comfort was palpable. Apparently, Bailey thought, he’d 
expected the problem to be something minor. Not the 
crash. 

By now, everyone else in the room was watching, and 
Ted was aware of that, too. He cleared his throat, 
seemed to select his words with care. “Emily, we’ve 
both suffered a terrible tragedy. You lost your dear 
parents. I lost my beloved wife. But we must go for- 
ward. Our loved ones would have wanted it that way.” 

“No,” she said sharply. “I won’t sit down to dinner 
with this woman. Not her or her buddy from the FAA.” 

“The FAA?” Again, Ted glanced at Salton, seeming 
to seek his counsel and advice. 

The psychiatrist licked his lower lip below his mus- 
tache. His gaze was avid, intent on each of the players 
in the confrontation. “Ted, this is Joe Rivers of the—” 
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“Joe Rivers?” Ted Grambling’s expression soured as 
he made the connection. “You’re not on the guest list. 
I’m afraid I’ll have to ask you to leave.” 

“We’re going,” Joe said. 

He took Bailey’s arm. 

She balked. This wasn’t fair. These people had no 
right to accuse her and pitch her out as if she were some 
kind of criminal. None of them knew what happened. 
They had condemned her without benefit of trial or 
testimony. 

Joe leaned close to her ear and whispered, “Pilot’s 
license. Grambling can arrange to pull your license in a 
minute.” 

What price dignity? She wanted to stand her ground, 
but Joe was right. She turned on her heel and linked her 
arm with his. “Okay. Let’s go.” 

The other people in the restaurant stepped aside to let 
them pass. None of them knew what was happening or 
what was true, but they turned away, shunning Bailey 
and Joe. The atmosphere of celebration stilled as they 
threaded their way through a gauntlet of cold re- 
proach. 

“Murderer!” Emily shouted. 

Bailey shivered. The hairs on the back of her neck 
stood up. Emily’s unjust accusation branded her like a 
hot poker. She could feel the disgust and hatred that 
radiated in waves from this well-dressed crowd. 

The only thing that kept her from blindly lashing out 
and making a fool of herself was Joe’s unflappable 
calm. His stride didn’t falter. His steely, blue-eyed gaze 
held firm, deflecting the stares from the curious and the 
cruel. By his very presence, he protected her. 
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Finally, they made their way to the street. The cool 
night air stung on her cheeks. “Please, Joe. Let’s not 
stop for the car right now. Let’s keep walking.” 

He didn’t argue. Instead, he faced east, and they 
paced a full block and a half before they both took a 
deep breath. 

“Awful,” Bailey said. She kept on walking, wanting 
to put miles between herself and the restaurant. “That 
was the most awful nightmare that’s ever happened in 
my whole life.” 

“It could have been worse,” he said. “For a minute 
there, I thought you were going to punch out Emily.” 

“Wouldn’t have been much of a bout,” she said. 
“I’ve got eight inches on her in height.” 

She laced her arm with his, waiting for the adrena- 
line rush to abate, waiting for her temper to fade. They 
approached a Mexican restaurant where some sort of 
party was underway on the patio. A mariachi band in 
sombreros and fancy, silver-embroidered black cos- 
tumes played and sang while the patrons danced in the 
warm July night. 

The party mood contrasted with Bailey’s inner ten- 
sion. As her anger began to fade, she felt hollow in- 
side. 

Joe nodded toward the miniature fiesta. “Should we 
join them?” 

“I can’t think of a single reason why I would want to 
kick up my heels and dance.” 

“Come on, Bailey. Lighten up.” He shouted over the 
music. “I’m sure your grandpa Mac has some Forrest 
Gump kind of saying for this situation.” 

“He does,” she shouted back. “‘Don’t let the bad 
guys drag you down.’ ” 

“Good advice.” 
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They crossed another street and walked until they 
were beyond the twanging of guitars and laughter of 
dancers. 

Bailey leaned heavily on his arm. “But I’m not sure 
who the bad guys are. I really can’t blame Emily.” 

“Sure, you can. She had no right to come at you like 
that.” 

“But her accusations weren’t anything I haven’t said 
to myself. My fault. The crash was ,my fault. If I’d been 
a better pilot, those people wouldn’t have died. In some 
dark comer of my heart, I feel like she was right. Like 
I deserve her hatred.” 

“That’s not true.” 

“I know.” But it wasn’t as if Bailey considered her- 
self to be a paragon of honesty, either. She’d been 
holding back the truth, since the moment of the crash. 

“That idiot Grambling actually said one good thing. 
We need to go forward. Never waste time thinking that 
you were to blame, Bailey.” 

“I can’t help it. I play it over and over in my head, 
and I imagine all the things I should have done.” All 
those should haves haunted her. Hindsight. Second- 
guessing. But Joe was right. Straight forward was the 
only direction she could go, and it was time to start be- 
ing honest with him, no matter what the consequences, 
no matter what the cost. She had to tell him every- 
thing. 

She took a deep breath. “I never should have left 
Kate alone in the cockpit.” 

“You were the copilot,” he reminded. “You didn’t 
have a choice.” 

“There’s always a choice. Kate was upset, and I knew 
it.” Bailey braced herself. As soon as she told him, this 
closeness would be gone. Joe would hate her. “We were 
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fighting, Joe. In the cockpit, Kate and I were fighting 
about you.” 

In a rush, she continued, “I made the mistake of ad- 
mitting that I thought you seemed like a pretty won- 
derful mate and she was lucky to have you. Then Kate 
told me that I was much deluded if I thought a man like 
you would ever take notice of a woman like me. She 
said that I wasn’t your type.” 

“She was wrong.” He stopped in the glow of a street 
lamp and faced her. “She was so very wrong.” 

“It doesn’t matter,” Bailey said. “What’s important 
is that I couldn’t stand what she was saying so I hustled 
out of the cockpit to mess around with the drinks and 
honey-roasted peanuts. I should have stayed right there 
and piloted the Otter.” 

“Kate wouldn’t have let you,” he said. “She was the 
pilot. There was no point in questioning her author- 
ity,” 

“But I didn’t even try.” 

“It wouldn’t have made any difference,” Joe said. 

Though she was grateful to him for saying so, she 
didn’t believe it. She had studied the charts a thousand 
times and worked out the vectors of their course. She 
could spell out the route from Denver to Aspen as well 
as she could form the letters for her own name. “If I 
had been flying, we would have been on course. It’s 
possible we could have made it to the Loveland air- 
strip. And I could have brought the plane down safely.” 

“Even if you had been on course, Loveland was forty 
miles away. You didn’t have enough power to climb. No, 
Bailey, not on one engine. You couldn’t have made it 
that far. Even if you had been sitting in the pilot’s seat, 
there was nothing you could have done.” 
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When he spoke, she knew that he was telling the truth 
as he saw it. She was certain that Joe had gone over the 
topographical maps as often as she had. He’d figured 
the odds, the weight of plane, the thrust of one turbo- 
prop. 

T^e FAA would have investigated all those possibil- 
ities before deciding that the crash had not been caused, 
in any way, by pilot error. She couldn’t have prevented 
the forced landing. 

She swallowed hard and looked down at the side- 
walk beneath her feet. “I’ve got to go forward. Right?” 

“That’s right, Bailey.” 

But would she be walking alone? Or side by side with 
him? 

Finally, she’d begun to tell the truth. So far, it had not 
been devastating. Now, she would take the next step. 
Tell hirii about knocking out Kate. She would explain 
that she’d left his wife unconscious, helplessly strapped 
in the pilot’s seat. 

“Bailey?” 

He lifted her chin so she had to meet his gaze. As she 
ga^ at him, marveling at his cheekbones and his firm 
jaw and the warmth of his blue eyes, she regretted the 
words she had to say, the truth she had to tell. 

“Bailey, do you understand that if there was such a 
thing as ‘my type,’ it would be you?” 

She couldn’t believe what he was saying. His type was 
a woman like Kate, a flashy blonde who would look 
right at home in his cherry red Mustang. Not herself. 
Not Bailey. “You can’t mean that, Joe. You’re a high- 
performance man. I’m a Volkswagen.” 

He grinned. “I like a spunky car.” 

Her eyebrows pulled into a frown. She had to tsE 
him. No matter how good it felt to bask in bis ap- 
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proval, she needed to level with him, even if it meant 
that she would sever the fragile bond that was growing 
between them. Already, she’d allowed things to go too 
far. “Joe, about the crash—” 

“We found out a lot tonight, Bailey.” 

Her intention derailed. “We did?” 

“These people are all connected. That’s got to mean 
something.” 

“Of course it does,” she said impatiently. “It means 
that they’re all people who are wealthy enough to be 
taking charter hops to Aspen. That’s kind of an obvi- 
ous conclusion, Joe.” 

“But I’m glad we came here.” 

“Whatever for?” 

“For one thing,” he said, “I got to see you all dressed 
up. And you are a beautiful sight.” 

Deep inside, she winced. His compliment was sheer 
torture. Ever since she’d met him, she’d dreamed about 
a relationship with Joe Rivers. Now he seemed to be 
offering fulfillment. And she could not accept it. 

“For another thing, Bailey, I got to see your hair 
down around your shoulders. Ever since I first met you, 
I’ve wanted to pull out that ponytail.” With the back of 
his hand, he caressed her long, straight hair. “It’s like 
silk.” 

How could she feel so good and so bad at the same 
time? 

He reached around her throat and held the airplane 
pendant. “Why did you wear this?” 

“The truth,” she said, “is that I didn’t want us to 
start having a relationship. I knew if you saw the neck- 
lace, you’d keep your distance.” 

“You’re not ready yet?” 

“No.” 
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“Maybe I can change your mind.” 

As he leaned closer to her, Bailey knew that he in- 
tended to kiss her. She had plenty of time to object, to 
step away from him. But she allowed herself to be mes- 
merized by the blue of his eyes. 

This might be her only chance, her only moment of 
happiness with him. 

His baritone caressed her. “Can we take off the 
necklace?” 

“Not yet.” 

“I can be patient.” 

Bailey sighed. “Joe, would you do me a favor?” 

“Anything.” 

“The next time you have an itch to see me in a fancy 
dress with my hair down, let’s not go to a political din- 
ner where everybody hates us.” 

“Does that mean you don’t want to go back and hang 
out?” 

“I’d rather gut a sow.” 

He grinned. “I’ll take you home. If you want, you 
can wait here while I go back and get the car.” 

“I’ll come with you. I’d rather not be alone.” 

“Fair enough.” He took her hand, and they retraced 
their route along Seventeenth Avenue, past the wild 
mariachi party toward the lights of the restaurant where 
the fund-raiser for Ted Grambling was being held. 

Bailey sighed. “At least that’s one little mystery 
solved.” 

“What is?” 

“Emily looked familiar. I thought so when I saw her 
at the airport, and I thought so tonight. As soon as she 
said her name, I recognized her as the daughter of 
Charles and Dee. I wasn’t able to attend their funeral, 
but I saw photographs of her in the newspaper.” 
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“As I recall,” Joe said, “she was pretty cold at the 
funeral.” 

“Did you go?” 

“I attended ail the services. Sat in the back row and 
kept quiet.” 

“Tlien why didn’t you recognize Emily?” 

“She wore a black veil.” He remembered the church 
pews, shrouded in mourning black. “The Valente fu- 
neral was well-attended. There were a lot of men in 
black business suits. A Catholic service. A rainy day.” 

“Charles was a successful businessman, wasn’t he?” 

“He’d had ups and downs. This was a down. He was 
close to bankruptcy. Now his business is dead. He be- 
queathed everything to Emily, his only daughter. Within 
a month, she’d closed down operations and paid out his 
debts.” 

“That’s sad. He had nothing to leave behind.” 

“Oh, he left a bundle. According to the notes in the 
investigator’s files, Emily cashed in a huge double- 
indemnity life-insurance policy on both parents. If I 
remember correctly, the total was close to a million 
dollars. Pretty good motive.” 

“For sabotage?” Bailey recoiled. “I can’t believe 
that, Joe. You saw how upset she was. The woman 
might be a cuckoo bird, but she didn’t kill her parents 
for the insurance money.” 

“Probably not. Her husband is a wealthy man.” 

But there was something strange going on in the mind 
of Emily Valente Raymond. She seemed convinced that 
the crash had not been an accident. 

Outside the restaurant, Joe handed the claim check 
to the valet while he and Bailey maintained a low pro- 
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Fading into the curbside wasn’t a problem because 
there was another disturbance at the event. As Joe and 
Bailey stood quietly and watched, a handsome man in 
an expensive tailored suit was unceremoniously hustled 
through the restaurant door by two husky volunteers. 
When they released him, he straightened his lapels, 
smoothed his necktie and stared at Bailey. It was Ross 
O’Shea. 

He cocked his finger like a gun and pointed at her. 

Protectively, Joe stepped in front of her. “Move 
along, O’Shea.” 

The actor laughed. “Be seeing you, Bailey.” 

Calmly, he sauntered down Seventeenth Street. There 
was hardly a trace of a limp from the knife wound Joe 
had inflicted upon him the night before. 

Joe turned to Bailey, ready to comfort her if she 
needed it. 

She didn’t. Her fists were braced on her hips, and she 
glared after the retreating figure. “That Ross O’Shea 
has some nerve. Imagine him coming here! ” . 

Claude Whistler stepped out of the restaurant. He, 
too, watched O’Shea’s departure, then joined them. 
“Hell of a night, eh?” 

“What happened with O’Shea?” Joe asked. 

Claude shrugged. “I don’t know. He was talking with 
Ted Grambling, and it seemed to be amiable enough. 
Then Ted waved over a couple of volunteers 'and had 
O’Shea escorted from the room.” 

“You didn’t hear any of their conversation?” 

“Only a parting shot from O’Shea. He said some- 
thing about this was only a taste of what he could do." 

But you don’t know what he was talking about." 
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“Haven’t got a clue.” Claude turned to Bailey. “I’m 
sorry about that scene with Emily. She’s a little high- 
strung.” 

“It’s okay, Claude. I’m fine.” 

They watched in silence as the Mustang was deliv- 
ered by the red-coated valet. 

Claude held open the door for her. Reassuring and 
fatherly, he tucked her inside. “I want you to take to- 
morrow off, Bailey. Recover from this incident.” 

“I don’t need time off,” she protested. 

“That’s my decision,” he said firmly. “You need to 
calm down. Put things in perspective.” 

“I’ll be on call,” she said. “I’ll carry my beeper to- 
morrow in case something comes up. A charter you 
didn’t expect.” 

“That’s fine, Bailey. And I’ll have Greta put you on 
the schedule for Friday. Okay?” 

‘ ‘Okay.’ ’ As if she had a choice ... 

Joe eased the Mustang away from the curb and took 
the first main intersection headed south. It had been, as 
Claude said, a hell of a night. 

Joe didn’t know what he had expected when he 
snagged these tickets to the political event, but it wasn’t 
the parade of suspects that he got. 

Ted Grambling was, as Joe had already determined, 
a pretentious, obnoxious politician. He wanted to leave 
the crash behind him and move toward a glittering fu- 
ture without his wife, Jillian, in the way. 

Then there was Salton, the psychiatrist. Joe couldn’t 
think of a motive for him, but the shrink was familiar 
with planes and might have been able to pull off a sab- 
otage. 

Emily was a wild card. Not a murderer. But con- 
nected with the crash and with Grambling. 
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Ross O’Shea? Joe could only assume that the actor 
hadn’t come to the political dinner for any high-minded 
reason. Blackmail seemed likely. He might have some- 
thing on Grambling. 

And then there was Claude. It didn’t make sense for 
him to sabotage his own plane. But Claude was a ma- 
nipulator with his fingers in a lot of pies. 

To Bailey, Joe speculated, “Do you think Claude was 
lying?” 

“About what?” 

“About O’Shea. If Claude didn’t know why O’Shea 
was there, why did he come out and make sure O’Shea 
was gone?” 

“I don’t know.” She leaned her head back on the 
seat. “Claude has never been one to confide. Not in me, 
anyway. GoSh darn, I wish he’d let me fly tomorrow.” 

Joe wasn’t entirely displeased with her orders to take 
the day off. Twice she’d been involved in potential sab- 
otage attempts at Sky Air. 

He glanced over at her profile. The curve of her nose 
and her out-thrust chin appealed to him. His gaze fol- 
lowed the smooth line of her throat, the arch of her 
shoulders. Her long, graceful arms. Her silken hair. 

She was more mysterious than anything else on this 
case. Why did she keep saying no? "^y was she push- 
ing him away? 

When they kissed, the message was clear and strong 
and hotter than the afterbum on a jet turbine. She was 
attracted to him. In her response, he could feel her de- 
sire. She wanted him almost as much as he longed to 
gently remove that black minidress from her body, to 
cup her firm breasts in his hands and watch the dark- 
ening of her eyes as Bailey’s natural passion caught fire. 



She gazed toward him. Her eyelids seemed heavy, 
sultry. ‘ ‘What do you think O’Shea was after?” 

“The same thing they all want. Money and power.” 

“But how could he—?” 

“Blackmail,” Joe said. “O’Shea was intimate with 
Jillian. He might have something incriminating on her 
husband.” 

At her apartment complex, he helped her from the 
car and saw her safely to her doorstep. 

She fit the key in the lock. Shyly, she peeked up at 
him. “Can’t say ‘thank you for a lovely evening,’ can 
I?” 

“I wish you could.” 

“Good night, Joe. See you tomorrow morning.” 

The door closed. Not even a kiss. 

Bailey wakened suddenly. The phone. Her bedside 
phone was ringing. 

She fumbled toward the receiver. A call in the mid- 
dle of the night couldn’t be good news. 

“Hello?” She shook herself, fighting the dizziness of 
a sound sleep. “Hello?” 

“I know what you’re after.” 

She could barely hear the voice over the noise of a 
loud mariachi band. 

“Speak up,” she said into the receiver. “I can’t hear 
you.” 

“I’ll pay whatever you want.” 

It was a man’s voice. She could tell that much. And 
the speaker sounded distraught, almost as if he was 
crying. 

She pressed the receiver hard against her ear, strain- 
ing to listen. “Please talk louder. I can barely hear 
vou.” 
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“Blackmail.” 

The single word was hard and clear. The two sylla- 
bles shot through her like a million volts of electricity. 
She was awake now. Awake and trembling. 

The voice on the phone said, “I’ll pay. Don’t make 
me kill again.” 

The mariachis burst into a high-pitched crescendo 
that matched the screaming in her soul. She was talk- 
ing to the killer, the person who had sabotaged the Ot- 
ter. “Who is this?” she shouted. “Who are you?” 

The mariachi music ended. 

Applause and raucous cheers. 

The phone went dead. 



Chapter Eleven 


For once, Bailey’s temper failed to rescue her from the 
darkness of fear. Terror struck a chord within her and 
reverberated in her heart. Her fingers clenched around 
the dead telephone receiver. 

She had been talking to a murderer. He had killed 
once. He didn't want to kill again. And he was willing 
to pay whatever she wanted. In blackmail? Why had he 
called her? What had she said? What had she done? 

She replaced the telephone on the hook and sat very 
still on the bed, listening to the night noise in her 
apartment complex. The creaks and rustles in the 
building magnified in her imagination. Through her 
opened bedroom window, she heard the slam of a car 
door, a voice, laughter, the chirp of crickets, the whis- 
per of wind in the night. 

All around her, there was life. Amd yet she was alone, 
vulnerable, isolated. What if he came here? 

She’d been stupid! When she talked to him, why 
hadn’t she picked up on what he was saying? Why 
hadn’t she played along with him? She should have 
made an appointment to meet him, should have been 
smart enough to keep him talking. 

Instead, she admitted her ignorance. Who are you? 
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As soon as the killer heard that, he knew she wasn’t 
a potential blackmailer. 

The clock beside her bed showed that it was only 
eleven o’clock. The long hours of the night stretched 
before her, and Bailey knew she wouldn’t sleep. 

A shudder trembled through her, and she reached for 
the bedside lamp, hoping the light would dispel the 
shadow that loomed over her, a killer’s shadow. He 
knew her. The killer knew her phone number. 

Would he come for her? 

She pulled the comforter up to her chin. It was a 
warm night, but she was freezing cold, chilled to the 
bone. 

When Bailey was a little girl. Grandpa Mac always 
used to tell her that if she closed her eyes, the scary night 
monsters would go away. But she wasn’t a child any- 
more. 

The threat was alive, human and real. He wouldn’t go 
away when she closed her eyes and wished real hard. 

She should call Joe. She needed him. More than tell- 
ing him about the phone call, she needed to hear reas- 
surance in his voice. She needed his arms, holding her, 
keeping her safe from the unnamed terrors in the night. 

Bailey turned on every light in her apartment as she 
went into the front room and searched her address book 
until she found his telephone number. 

He answered on the second ring. In the background, 
she could hear the soft jeizz he favored, and she imag- 
ined him hstening to music on the big, fancy entertain- 
ment unit in the front room of his town house. 

“Joe, I had a phone call.” 

“What’s wrong, Bailey? You sound like hell.” 

“I was sleeping.” She gritted her chattering teeth. Oh, 
my gracious, she hated being afraid. “Somebody called. 
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helpless while he was brave. But Joe thought she was 
tough enough to jump out of bed and go charging into 
the night, chasing a murderer. 

Halfheartedly, she fumbled around in her bedroom, 
looking for clothes. By the time she’d pulled on a pair 
of Levi’s, some sneakers and tucked a white T-shirt into 
her waistband, her spirits had revived. At least, she 
wasn’t jumping at her own shadow. And she could take 
four or five consecutive breaths without hyperventilat- 
ing. 

She splashed some water on her face. The makeup 
from earlier tonight washed down the drain, but she left 
her hair down instead of pulling it back in a ponytail. 

It was one small vanity, she thought. Joe liked her 
hair down. 

When the doorbell rang, she called out. “Who is it?’’ 
“It’s me. Joe.’’ 

She answered quickly with her purse in hand. “Let’s 
go.” 

As he drove back toward Seventeenth Street, Joe 
peppered her with questions: Whom did she talk to at 
the fund-raiser? Was anyone acting suspicious? What 
did she say? Repeat the conversation word for word. 

“Nothing, nothing, nothing,” she said. “I can’t 
think of a single thing that would make anybody thinir 
I was trying to blackmail them.” 

“There must have been something. Just a word.” 
With this clue between his teeth like a bit, he was 
and running. Once again, Bailey realized, he was a sir 
cop, an investigator whose top prionty was solThts: the 
case. Her fear and panic were far less i-nrcrtanr. ~ 

As they entered the flow of downto^ cafnr^he said 
“This is great! Now we know for £ ^ ^ 
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“Come on,” Joe said. “Let’s go inside and ask 
around. Maybe somebody noticed a well-dressed 
son from the party down the street using the phone.” 

“No, thank you.” She was aware that she was pout- 
ing. “I’m tired. I’ll stay here.” 

“Fine.” He nodded. “Lock the car doors. If anyone 
bothers you, lean on the horn.” 

As soon as he was gone, she rolled down the win- 
dows and made a point of unlocking the doors. Chilc- 
ishly, she refused to do as he ordered. Who did he think 
he was, anyway? And if he thought he was going to use 
this as an excuse to spend the night at her apartment, he 
had another think coming. 

As she watched the couples on the patio, taBting arc 
drinking, she wished that she and Joe could have heen 
like them. Carefree and easy. Out for a date. Krhrg 
fun. That was never going to happen. E\'er. 

At the edge of the three-foot-tall adobe wsl 
surrounded the patio area, she focused on a tahle 
was mostly in shadow. One man sat alone, smhnt; hs 
dark bottle of Dos Equis beer. She 
O’Shea. 


Bailey sank low behind the Mnstan 
hoping he wouldn’t see her. She cccTc: 
Ross was the person who called- Snrs- ' 
wouldn’t be concerned about tiaannhl 

When Joe returned to the can sn in 
pointed. “It’s O’Shea.” 

“Good work, Baile.-. Leeks Se he 
somebody.” 

She whispered, “Did yuc nic am-thrni 
There s a public ^ 

right by the exit to the p V-f- .. Anvheev 
would be drowned cut tv the hand" 
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“I have letters from her. Juicy stuff.” 

“Let me see them.” 

“Do you t hink I’m stupid? I don’t have them with 
me.” 

Bailey pressed her body against the cold adobe wall, 
straining to be invisible and to catch every word. 

“Forget it,” Grambling said. “I paid blackmail once, 
covering up another stupid move that Jillian made, and 
I’m still trying to rectify that error in judgment.” 

“It’s your choice.” O’Shea sounded shaky. “I can 
sell this stuff to your opponents.’ ’ 

“Don’t trade threats with me, O’Shea. You can’t 
win.” 

There was the sound of a chair being pushed back. 
Grambling was leaving. 

Joe signaled to Bailey, and they moved away from the 
wall and back to the car. When she’d slipped inside, 
Bailey placed her hand over her heart, feeling the flut- 
ter. “Is this the kind of stuff you do? Surveillance?” 

“Never before,” Joe said. “I’m a former pilot and a 
paper pusher. I investigate busted machines. I give ci- 
tations for misuse of fuel and flying at the wrong alti- 
tude. Never once in the five years I’ve worked for the 
FAA have I been on a stakeout. I don’t even own a 
gun.” 

“That’s not making me feel safer, Joe.” 

. “Me, neither.” He was in way over his head. The 
closest he d gotten to life-threatening investigation was 
a smuggling operation when he had, as required, called 
in the FBI. 

“Now what?” she asked. 

We go back to your place and try to get some sleen ” 

“We?” 
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“That’s right, Bailey.” He nodded at the profile of 
O’Shea, who downed the last of his b^r. “That’s a 
desperate man. And he knows where you live.” 

Joe started the car and aimed toward Bailey’s place. 

“It couldn’t have been O’Shea who called me,” she 
said. “The person who called said they would pay.” 

“Then it couldn’t have been Grambling, either,” Joe 
said. “He just told O’Shea that he wouldn’t be black- 
mailed.” 

“Not to protect his wife’s reputation. But there might 
have been something else, something more danger- 
ous.” 

“Sabotage,” Joe said. “Five passengers dead.” 

In THE MORNING, Bailey was awake before he was. Joe 
writhed uncomfortably on her navy blue sofa, trying to 
cover his head with the pillow, but he could stUl hear her 
creeping around the apartment on tiptoe, trying not to 
disturb him. 

Not to disturb him? It was impossible after last night, 
when he had listened to the sounds of her getting ready 
for bed and all of his senses were painfully aroused. It 
was ridiculous to think that a woman brushing her teeth 
was sexy, but last night Joe had listened with meticu- 
lous care to every tiny noise she made. Water rushing in 
the bathroom sink. In her bedroom, drawers opening 
and closing. Finally, the bedsprings creaking. 

It was all he could do to keep himself prone on the 
sofa when he wanted to dive into her bedroom and 
pounce on her delectable body. 

Now, with a sliver of morning light parting the drapes 
on her front window, he Ustened to the proems in re- 
verse. Bedroom noises. Then the rattle of the shower, 
the whir of her hair dryer. 



He held his wristwatch in feoct of fcs Bight 
o’clock. They were supposed to fce £tDr. SaltoB s ot- 
fioe at tea. Plenty of trsne for a nap- But tiiere wasn t a 

prayer of going back to sleep. 

Untangling himself from the mauve thermal blan- 
ket, he sat on her sofa and stretched. He’d slnjsp^ to 
his boxer shorts to sleep, and he coi^ideted staying un- 
dressed to greet her. Joe rubbed his hand across the 
stubble on his jaw. Oh, yeah, he was seductive as all hell 
in the morning. He pulled on his Levi’s and buttoned 
the crotch. 

When the phone in her bedroom rang, he beard a 
muttered curse from the bathroom. 

“Bailey, do you want me to answer?” 

“Yes, please.” 

He strode into her feminine bedchamber. Her com- 
forter was still in disarray. Her sheets were peach. 

He picked up the telephone. “Hello?” 

“I’m sorry,” said a female voice. “I must have the 
wrong number.” 

“This is Bailey Fielding’s home,” he said. 

“Who’s this? Joe?” 

“Good guess,” he responded. “Who’s this?” 

“It’s Greta. Is Bailey there?” 

The young lady in question darted into the bed- 
room, and Joe held his breath when he saw her. All she 


wore was an extralarge bath towel in navy blue. Thoua 
the towel didn’t iweal much more of her body fean k 
black minidress, it a hundred tunes more intfmau 

Thanks, Joe. She grabbed the phone. “Fm out c 
the bathroom if you’d like to use it ” 

“I’U stay here. Fd bettor keep an eye on vou.” H 
I Tu u"""' fends be 

hindhishead.“Greta^scnthephone.” 
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own landing strip, so I’m hoping it’s not too primiuN-?- 
Anyway, I’ll leave the keys for the Tomahawk and the 
map with Claude. Okay?” 

“Thanks,” Bailey said. Pensively, she stared through 
the bedroom window to the blue sky. Once again, she 
was in danger of being unemployed. “Greta?” 

“What is it, Bailey?” 

‘ ‘About this loan that Claude has to pay. Can \-cc rriT 
me about it?” 

It s huge. A start-up loan from about tea visirs as'r. 
From what I understand, it was a silent-pime: ar- 
rangement.” 

“Do you know who the partner was?” 

Sure do. It was our new consressraan T**-? f-’-r — tw 
bling.” 

Scowling, Bailey hung up the phone. She ahr'^Zhe 
the way this sounded. Even if Qaude had a: ^ 
didn’t want to see him in trouble. " 

“Bailey,” Joe said, “I’ve got the tec all — 
Why don’t you join me?” 

“Great idea.” She stepped fesice the Tni-- 
^d changed into her oldest, rather ■- - _ 

Then she plunked down at the fcctcffs 
something to tell you. It’s abate Qtehn"~~' ' 


^ they rode in the elevato- 3: 
fifth-floor office, Bailev was 
Ployer. “You’re fel 

pect him of sabotagE£ Unites' ^ 

mutation. And cash, tea 
outontheOtterdfdn’tco.e-'SSr^ 



^emniEd ht” -r= 
Claudeispayfij£Qg^2 r ^r— ' 
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“I still have to wonder,” Mentally, Joe referred to the 
investigation files that he’d committed to memory. All 
the data on Claude Whistler was in perfect order. He 
had debts, but he paid on time. “Here’s what doesn’t 
make sense. It ought to be the other way around. Seems 
to me that Claude might have had to bribe Grambling 
in the early days. It took some major wheeling and 
dealing to get Sky Air off the ground. So to speak.” 

“Well, if Grambling was a silent partner, he’d make 
sure that his wife helped Claude with political favors.” 

“You said it,” Joe declared. 

The elevator halted, and Bailey stepped out. For to- 
day’s sleuthing, she wore her long hair down. She’d 
outfitted herself in sandals and a loosely fitted, black- 
and-white-patterned shorts dress that showed off her 
long, tann^ legs. 

Though Joe knew enough about women’s fashion to 
understand that the desired effect was casual, he 
thought she looked wonderfully feminine. Her long, 
graceful body couldn’t be anything but elegant. Es- 
corting her through the door to Salton’s office, he 
placed his hand at her waist, feeling the rayon material 
slide across her skin. 

The reception area was bright with colorful photo- 
graphs of airplanes. Hanging in one comer was a mo- 
bile of Snoopy, wearing goggles and flying his 
doghouse. The woman who sat at the front desk was a 
perlq? redhead with a splash of freckles across her nose. 
She beamed at him. “May I help you?” 

“I’m Joe Rivers. I have an appointment.” 

“The doctor is waiting. Go on in.” 

The spacious inner office reflected the same pleasant 
cheeriness as the reception area, but with none of the 
airplanes. Two beige sofas and several comfortable- 
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looking chairs were arranged in conversational areas. 
There wasn’t a desk in sight. 

The doctor sat cross-legged in the middle of one sofa, 
concentrating intently on a hand-held video game. 

Joe did not find Salton’s attitude to be confidence 
inspiring. If he’d been planning to consult a psychia- 
trist, he would have wanted someone with a more seri- 
ous manner. 

“Hah!” Salton said, looking up. “I died again. I’m 
never going to get to the princess at the end of the 
game.” 

“My friend’s child has one of those,” Bailey said. 
She drew the logical conclusion. “Does that game be- 
long to your kids?” 

“I don’t have any children.” A wide grin spread be- 
neath his bushy brown mustache. “But I guess you 
could say , that this game is for my own inner child. 
Please sit down.” 

Joe settled into a seat at the end of the sofa, and Bai- 
ley sat beside him. 

“Well?” Salton said. 

Joe started, “As you know. I’m with the FAA. I’m 
investigating the crash, and—” 

“Wrong,” Salton said abruptly. 

“Excuse me?” Joe found this guy so offensive, he 
could hardly sit still and talk to him . 

“Well, you might be with the FAA. And you might 
be investigating the crash. But that’s not why you’re 
here.” He stretched his legs and rested his Airwalk 
sneakers on the wood coffee table in front of the sofa. 

You re here because you need to know what hap- 
pened to Kate.” 

“Thanks for your opinion,” he said. “May I con- 
tinue?” 
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Salton turned his smug gaze on Bailey. “And you’re 
going along with him because you want to relieve your- 
self of guilt. It’s a heavy burden.” 

“Yes,” she said. “It is.” 

“Confrontations like last night don’t help.” He 
frowned. “I’m sorry about that. Emily is fixated on a 
belief that her parents were murdered. She can’t accept 
the randomness of fate.” 

“Why would she be so certain that the crash wasn’t 
an accident?” Joe asked. 

Salton paused, then said, “I don’t know how much I 
can tell you without violating her privacy.” 

“You are aware,” Joe said, “that privileged infor- 
mation doesn’t apply when the information has rele- 
vance to a crime.” 

“Let me think about it.” 

But it was clear that Salton intended to make this an 
exercise in frustration. The psychiatrist was not obli- 
gated by law to open his files on his clients without a 
court order, and he obviously did not intend to be 
helpful. 

Joe leaned back in the chair. “If you’re not going to 
tell me anything, why did you suggest that I make an 
appointment?” 

“I’m fascinated by the dynamics of this crash. The 
interrelationships. Talk about yourself, too. How do 
you feel about ICate’s death?” 

“I didn’t come here for therapy.” 

“All right, then, I’ll tell you.” He tilted his head back 
and stared at the ceiling. “You and Kate were married 
for seven years. The last several months, maybe even a 
year, were difficult. You argued. She complained. You 
withdrew, withheld affection.” 
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“You’re way off base. I wanted the relationship to 
work. I was trying.” 

“You withheld affection,” Salton continued. “You 
accepted lengthy out-of-town assignments. That doesn’t 
sound like someone who was working on the relation- 
ship.” 

Every muscle in Joe’s body tensed. “I don’t have to 
listen to this.” 

“Actually, you do. If you really want to know what 
was going on with Kate. Don’t you want to know why I 
prescribed medication for her?” 

“Why?” 

“She was depressed. My God, she had a lot to be de- 
pressed about. Her marriage was going to hell in a 
handbasket. And there was her age. Thirty-three. A 
difficult time for a beautiful woman who wanted to stay 
young and beautiful. She was a strong personality. Very 
interesting.” 

He lowered his gaze from the ceiling and confronted 
Bailey. “You understand what I’m saying, don’t you?” 
“Some.” 

“Kate was obsessed with winning. If I were to ex- 
plain it in laymen’s terms. I’d say she was a user. She 
enjoyed using people, manipulating them.” 

“I understand that,” Bailey said. 

“A user?” Joe questioned. “Would Kate be capable 
of blackmail?” 

“Bravo,” the doctor said. “You catch on fast. Yes, 
indeed, Kate would be capable of blackmail. If it suited 
her purposes, she wouldn’t see anything wrong in it.” 

“Blackmail is a crime,” Joe said. “If you withhold 
this information from the authorities, you’re an acces- 
sory.” 
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“She’d spoken about blackmail, but I don’t know if 
she was actually doing it.” 

“Who would she have been blackmailing?” 

“I don’t know that, either.” 

“Dammit,” Joe said. “This isn’t getting us any- 
where, Dr. Salton. I need information pertinent to the 
crash. Would the medication you prescribed have in- 
terfered with her ability to fly an airplane?” 

“Warning,” he said with a laugh. “Don’t operate 
heavy equipment or machinery.” 

“I don’t see the humor,” Joe said. 

“Oh, come on. Medication affects everyone differ- 
ently. The use is discretionary. When she first started 
taking these pills, mild antidepressants, I advised her to 
spend a week on the ground to see how they affected 
her. That’s what she did. And she reported no side ef- 
fects.” 

“But it’s possible,” Joe said, “that she might have 
been slow in her reflexes. Impaired, in fact.” 

“Possible,” he conceded. “But she’d been on anti- 
depressants for over six months without incident. It 
seems unlikely that she would have suddenly had an 
unusual reaction.” 

“Could she have accidentally overdosed?” 

“An overdose would not have been accidental. Are 
you listening to me, Joe? This could be the very crux of 
the matter.” 

“What could?” 

“If Kate overdosed, it was on purpose.” 

“Suicide?” 

“Every pilot thinks about it, Joe. If you love the sky, 
your last memory is air. Close your eyes. Sudden de- 
scent. Then, explosion. No chance of survival.” 
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Joe tried to imagine what kind of rage and hatred 
must have been going on inside Kate for her doctor to 
even suggest such a thing. The horror overwhelmed 
him. Behind his eyelids, he saw the searing burst of or- 
ange flame. He felt the impact, hurling him off his feet. 
He heard his own hoarse cry. 

“Not with passengers on board.” The quiet tone of 
his voice contrasted the roaring in his head. “That’s not 
suicide. That’s murder.” 

“You were a test pilot, Joe. Have you witnessed other 
crashes?” 

“I know what you’re getting at, Doctor. You’re say- 
ing that pilots are risk takers, and people who choose a 
potentially dangerous occupation have some kind of 
death wish.” 

Salton nodded, encouraging him to talk. 

“I investigate crashes for a living,” Joe said. “Maybe 
sometimes a pilot has acted rashly because they thought 
it would be a thrill to shake hands with the grim reaper. 
But that do^n’t apply to me or to Kate.” 

“Suicide,” the doctor said, “is a possibility that must 
be considered.” 

Bailey piped up, “I have one word for your theory. 
Doctor, and that word is ‘Baloney! ’ ” 

“Really? And how did you come to this intelligent 
conclusion? You were riding beside her. If I recall cor- 
rectly, you were the one who said she seemed ill.” 

“That’s right,” Bailey said. “Sick. As in nauseated. 
Like when you eat too much green chili. Her eyes were 
kind of hazy and unfocused. But that woman was not 
talking about killing herself. She was upset, but she 
wasn’t crazy.” 

Bailey’s memory was vivid, painfully so. In her mind, 
she heard Kate’s fierce whisper. I don’t want to die. 
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“What about this?” Bailey suggested. “What if she 
was cleaning out her system? What if she’d gone off the 
antidepressants? Cold turkey. Quit.” 

Salton lifted bis feet from the coffee table. His ex- 
pression was alert. “I hadn’t thought of that. Of course, 
there would be withdrawal. Nausea. Duziness. But why 
would she? I hadn’t told her to stop her medication.” 

“Kate might have made that decision for herself,” 
Bailey informed him. “After she found out she was 
pregnant.” 

“Pregnant? My God, I didn’t know.” Salton was no 
longer glib and superior. When he turned to Joe, his 
expression was sincere. “I’m sorry. You lost your wife 
and your baby.” 

“It wasn’t mine,” Joe said. “She was six weeks 
pregnant. Except for the night before the accident, we 
hadn’t made love in over two months.” 

Obviously agitated, the psychiatrist rose to his feet. 
He paced the length of his spacious office. “This 
changes things.” 

“But you knew she was having an affair,” Joe said. 

“Yes.” 

“Who? Who was my wife’s lover?” 

Salton paused. The air in the office swirled with tur- 
bulence. It was like the gathering of a storm when the 
atmosphere crackled with ominous portent. Where, 
Bailey wondered, would the lightning bolts strike? Who 
was jute’s lover? 

When Salton returned to the sofa, his attitude was 
wholly different. Lacking sarcasm, his voice was crisp 
and professional. “I need time to consider, but I will 
have an answer for you within twenty-four hours.” He 
checked his wristwatch. “That’s all the time I have right 
now.” 
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As Joe gave his home phone number and promised to 
check for messages from Salton, Bailey considered the 
transformation of Dr. Salton. Until he’d heard about 
Kate’s pregnancy, he’d been snotty and smug. Then, all 
of a sudden, he was serious as could be. Why? 

As he ushered them toward the door, Joe asked one 
more question. “When we first came in, I asked about 
why Emily was so sure the crash was not an accident. 
You said you’d think about telling us. Have you 
thought about it?” 

“I see no reason why I can’t tell you,” he said. 
“Emily is superstitious. She was scheduled to be on that 
plane. At the last minute, something came up. She was 
running late and couldn’t make the flight. Therefore, 
she thinks the crash wasn’t an accident, it was fate. Add 
to that her paranoia .” 

“Explain,” Joe said. 

“She blames everyone but herself.” He turned to 
Bailey. “You’ve had a taste of her anger, haven’t you?” 

“Who does she think was really responsible for the 
crash?” 

‘ ‘Claude Whistler.’ ’ 

Maybe, Joe thought, Emily wasn’t as crazy as every- 
one thought. 



Chapter Twelve 


“We have to talk with Claude,” Joe said as he leaned 
against the front fender of the Mustang and turned his 
face to the sun, enjoying the warmth. “We need to ask 
about Emily.” 

“The woman is a fruitcake. And Greta told me this 
morning that Claude is in a foul mood because of a loan 
he needs to pay off. I will not jeopardize my job be- 
cause of a fruitcake.” 

“Then who?” he asked. “Grambling or O’Shea?” 

“Yuck and double yuck. Isn’t there a more precise 
way to conduct an investigation?” 

“There would be if we were working with ma- 
chines,” he said. Joe missed that precision. Usually, 
when he was investigating a crash, he got the in-flight 
performance details from a pilot who discussed me- 
chanical data. The r^t of bis time was spent with the 
equipment, determining cause. On a big job, like the 
airliner crash he’d worked in Alaska, there was a read- 
out from the black box to decipher. 

Wth people, the most fallible of creations, there was 
no direct cause and effect. There were theories, mo- 
tives and a ton of second-guessing. 

“Let’s talk about blackmail,” he said. 
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“And Kate?” 

He nodded. “Somehow, the stuff Salfon said didn’t 
surprise me. About Kate being a user, thinking there 
was nothing wrong with blackmail. When she wanted 
something, she was single-minded in going after it.” 

“But who would she blackmail?” 

Distastefully, Joe considered the .possibilities. If his 
wife had been blackmailing someone, she had to have 
something on them. “Her lover?” 

“That brings us back to square one,” Bailey said. 
“Who was Kate’s lover?” 

Joe groaned. Ever since his trip to Florida, he’d been 
rolling that question around in his head. Though he 
should have cared desperately, he was tired of speculat- 
ing, of rehashing his failed marriage. He wanted to 
move on. “Is it too early for lunch?” 

“Eleven o’clock. Let’s call it brunch and eat.” 

“Good. I’m starving.” 

They popped into the Mustang, and Joe aimed back 
toward the airfields, choosing a breakfast-specialty 
restaurant called the Chicken or the Egg. The name was 
appropriate, he thought. Which came first? Kate’s lover 
or the man she was blackmailing? Were they one and 
the same? 

In the parking lot, Bailey slammed her car door. 
“What about Salton? Do you think he was her lover?” 

“Why would you think that?” 

“His reaction when he heard she was pr^ant. He 
was pretty intense. He’s childless, you know. Could 
have been his kid.” 

“Though I would like nothing better than to nail his 
smug, superior hide to the wall, I doubt it.” 

They strolled into the cutesy restaurant with its ging- 
ham tablecloths and adorable table decorations, Thor 
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conversation seemed morbid in comparison with the 
beaming waitress who introduced herself as Marilou. 

Joe glanced up and down a menu that was decorated 
with grinning chickens who were obviously unaware 
that ftey were about to be axed, plucked and fricas- 
seed. “It seems more likely to me that Salton had an 
attack of professional ethics when he realized that 
Kate’s lover might have played a part in the crash. 
Maybe she threatened to expose him, and he retaliated 
by sabotaging the plane.’’ 

“Hard to believe,” Bailey said. “I mean, an extra- 
marital affair is nothing to brag about, but sabotaging 
an aircraft seems a bit extreme.” 

“Maybe not for the husband of a congresswoman, 
like Grambling.” 

“Or Ross O’Shea, the lover of a congresswoman, 
who hoped she would divorce that husband and marry 
him.” 

“Or if you were Claude Whistler, the owner of an 
airline and charter service who was happily married 
with children.” 

Since Bailey didn’t want to suspect Claude she rushed 
forward with another scenario. “Ora psychiatrist like 
Salton who was breaching his professional ethics by 
messing around.” 

Joe looked up from the menu. “You might be on to 
something, Bailey. If Salton was messing around with 
Kate, one of his patients, it would be more than an em- 
barrassment. He could lose his entire practice.” 

They both ordered Denver omelets and settled back 
to sip their coffee. 

There was a thought forming in Bail^’s mind, a 
connection with Salton that she couldn’t quite fathom. 
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She glanced over at Joe, who seemed similarly preoc- 
cupied as he toyed with his spoon and fork. 

She liked the way he looked today, in his Levi’s and 
an oxford cloth blue shirt that was open at the collar, 
showing a bit of crisp, black chest hair. 

Her mind flashed back to the morning when he was 
lying on her bed with his chest bared. That was .a men- 
tal picture she would savor in her fantasies for a long 
time to come. Joe, half-naked, was her idea of the per- 
fectly sexy male. 

Her grandpa Mac used to say, “When you see what 
you’re looking for, don’t shop around.” 

But that didn’t apply to Joe. He was very close to the 
man she’d been seeking all her life. Unfortunately, she 
couldn’t plunk down thirty-nine dollars and thirty-nine 
cents on the counter, throw him in a sack and take him 
home. There were too many strings attached. 

He looked up suddenly. “The necklace!” 

Dragging her mind back to the topic at hand, Bailey 
nodded. “The gold airplane with a diamond propel- 
ler?” 

“Do you remember Salton’s office?” 

“Sure, he had all that cute airplane stuff. Photos and 
models. Snoopy flying his doghouse.” 

“That necklace is his taste,” Joe said. “Not Kate’s.” 

“But if that’s a real diamond, the pendant is worth a 
pretty penny, and you said Kate loved expensive 
things.” 

“What if—” Joe sipped his coffee “—what if that 
necklace was the first blackmail payment?” 

“Perfect!” she said. 

“Then the guy who called you last night had to be 
Salton. He saw you wearing the necklace, and he 
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thought you knew something, that you were hinting 
about blackmail.” 

“Perfect again!” 

He reached across the table and took her hand. 

To the rest of the world, they probably appeared to 
be lovers sharing a moment of deep intimacy, and there 
was nothing in the world she wanted more. Bailey 
laughed to herself. Nobody would guess, looking at 
them, that they were more like Sherlock Holmes and 
Watson than Romeo and Juliet. 

There was a sudden beeping noise. Bailey started. She 
sat up straight in her seat. 

“That’s you,” Joe said. “You’re on call, aren’t 
you?” 

“You bet I am.” 

She dug in her purse, snatched up the plastic beeper 
and turned off the sound. Her grin stretched wide. She 
was going flying! Claude was calling her to the airfield. 

Stamping her feet on the floor under the table in a 
victory dance, she squinted her eyes, clenched her fists 
and whispered exultantly, “Oh, yes! I’m going to fly!” 

She pressed the beeper to her lips and kissed it. 

“I assume you’re pleased?” 

“This makes me so happy. Oh, Joe, I was afraid 
Claude was going to lay me off.” 

“Why would he do that? Not even Claude is dumb 
enough to fire the best dam stunt pilot west of the.Mis- 
sissippi.” 

“Let’s go.” She was already up and out of her chair. 

“What about my food?” 

“When I get back from this flight, I’ll buy you a four- 
course dinner. Heck, Joe, I might even cook.” 
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“That’s a deal.” He rose from the table, pulled a 
twenty from his wallet and dropped it beside his half- 
finished coffee. 

They were close to the airfield, and it took less than 
fifteen minutes before the Mustang was parked in the 
lot. 

Bailey felt fantastic. A warmth flowed through her as 
she watched a Saberjet slice into the air. She was going 
to be flying again. Everything was going to be okay. 

Her excitement carried her out of the car, past the 
hangar and into the offices. She whisked past Greta’s 
vacant desk and entered Claude’s offices. 

Grinning from ear to ear, she said, “You beeped. 
And here I am.” 

Claude didn’t look up from the paperwork on his 
desk. “Close the door, Bailey.” 

She wondered why. It wasn’t as if they flew secret 
missions at Sky Air. But she obeyed her boss. 

“Sit down, Bailey.” 

Something was wrong with this picture. He should 
have just handed her the assignment and wished her 
luck. Instead, his mouth was drawn, and his eyebrows 
furrowed. Claude looked old. He appeared to have aged 
twenty years overnight. 

“It has come to my attention, Bailey, that you failed 
to report a possible sabotage on the Cessna. The brakes 
on the landing gear were cut.” 

She almost cried out. Her enthusiasm withered like a 
dead rose on the vine, leaving only the thorns. “There 
was no danger at all. Of course, I caught the problem 
in my preflight procedures, and I did not take off. Re- 
ally, Claude. It was more like a prank than an actual 
attempt at sabotage.” 
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‘ ‘That prank cost me a charter flight. Tm in business 
here, Bailey. I need paying customers.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“It’s your job to report these things.” He raked his 
hand through his silver-streaked hair. “Espedally in 
light of the other crash. With all your racing around and 
stirring things up with Joe, I don’t suppose it’s oc- 
curred to you that if there was sabotage, I might be the 
target. Somebody might be trying to put Sky Air out of 
business.” 

“Why would they want to do that, sir?” 

He slammed his fist down on the desk top. “This is a 
cutthroat, competitive business. There’s more call for 
charters than ever before. I’ve got to stay on my toes.” 

“I’m sorry, sir. I wasn’t thinking. I’ll be more care- 
ful in the future about fUing the proper reports.” 

“In the future?” His gaze pierced her fragile hopes. 
“I can’t ignore this, Bailey. I can’t just pat you on the 
head and tell you not to screw up next time. I’m afraid 
I will have to dismiss you.” 

Her hand flew to her mouth, holding back a scream 
of protest. Her career was over. She was grounded. The 
likelihood of finding another job as a pilot was slim to 
none. 

Trembling, she lowered her hand. “Please, Claude, 
Don’t do this. I’ll do anything to keep my job. I’ll work 
for free for two months. I’ll pay you,” 

“This business runs on safety. We can’t take 
chances.” 

“I didn’t, I could have taken off, but I didn’t.” 

“You’re a liability, flight now, everyone thinks of 
you as that girl pilot who crashed and killed five peo- 
ple, including a congresswoman.” . 
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Though she felt like bursting into tears, Bail^ reined 
herself in. Now was not the time to behaive like a little 
girl. She needed to be cool. “That’s not altogether true, 
Claude. Some people refer to me as the girl pilot who 
performed an incredible landing and saved the lives of 
nine people.” 

“I’m being sued by that actor, Ross O’Shea. He’s 
been tromping around on talk shows, blabbing about 
the horror of surviving a plane crash. On Sky Air.” 

“We can fight him, Claude. Two days ago, he stalked 
me to my apartment and attacked me. He came after 
Joe with a Imife.” 

Claude’s eyes widened. “My God. Is he insane?” 

“I probably shouldn’t tell you this, sir. But he was 
having an affair with Congresswoman Grambling.” 

“Are you certain about this?” 

“Yes, sir. That’s why he showed up at that fund- 
raiser last night. I would have to guess that he was 
looking for blackmail money from Ted Gramblmg.” 

“Blackmail, huh?” 

Claude tilted back in his desk chair. His hand rose to 
shield his eyes, but Bailey could see that he gazed in- 
ward, speculating and calculating. For the first time, 
she realized the most obvious characteristic about her 
boss. He was a schemer. His success depended upon 
more than simply deh'vering passengers from one des- 
tination to another. He played politics. He figured the 
percentages, then played his hand with the ruthless fi- 
nesse of a riverboat gambler. 

He focused directly on her. “I’m sorry to hear sctre- 
body might try to blackmail Ted. He’s a good L.end- 

We go way back.’ ’ . „ 

But wasn’t Grambling calling his debt, threatm t. 

the growth of Sky Air? 
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again on the paperwork that spread across the top of his 
desk. “That’s all.” 

So, she was still fired. “May I ask you a question?” 

“Sure.” 

“In the course of our investigating ...” 

He looked up, interested again. 

“. . .we learned that Emily doesn’t believe the crash 
was an accident. She said somebody prevented her from 
taking that flight.” 

“If somebody did,” Qaude said, “it was Ted Gram- 
bling. She’s a heavy contributor to his campaign.’ ’ 

“She said it was you, sir.” 

“Me?” He frowned, then nodded. “I know why. Do 
you remember before takeoff I had a phone call? That 
was Emily. She was on her way to the airport, stuck in 
traffic. I told her that we wouldn’t hold the plane for 
her. Does that set your mind at ease, Bailey? ” 

“Yes, sir, it does.” 

“You and Joe don’t really believe I had anything to 
do with the crash, do you?” 

Bailey wasn’t sure what she believed. “Am I stOl 
fired, sir?” 

“I’m willing to reconsider. As a favor to Mac and the 
good old days. Let’s make that two weeks’ suspension. 
Two weeks. No pay.” 

She started to protest but caught herself. At least she 
was being given a chance. “Yes, sir. Two weeks.” 

“Consider yourself damn lucky,” he said. “And keep 
in mind that I won’t stand for your stunt-pOot attitude. 
You can’t ignore a cut brake line because it’s not a big 
deal to you. This is a business, not an airshow.” 

Stiffly, she rose from her chair. ‘ ‘Yes, sir.’ ’ 

“Have a good time in Aspen, Bailey.” 
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She stepped into the reception area of Sky Air and 
closed the office door behind her. Joe was waiting. His 
expression changed from a smile to concern when he 
looked into her eyes. “What happened?” 

“I’m suspended. Two weeks.” 

When he approached her, she pulled away. This was 
his fault. He’d told her not to report the cut line, the 
possible sabotage. She’d been protecting him and his 
renegade investigation. Now her career was on the line. 

If she was smart, she would tell him off and erase him 
from her mind. But she couldn’t. She and Joe had been 
through too much together. 

“Damn you,” she said as she charged out of the of- 
fice. Joe was the only man she’d ever really wanted, and 
he was the one man she could never have. “Damn you 
a thousand times, Joe Rivers.” 

“Tell me what happened.” 

“Claude found out about the cut brake line and he 
suspended me.” 

“How did Claude know?” 

“Didn’t say. Maybe Greta overheard more than we’d 
thought. Maybe Mac threw the cut cable in the trash 
when he repaired it, and somebody else found it.” 

“But why would Mac do—?” 

She whirled and faced him. “It doesn’t matter. 
Claude found out, and I got caught in a big, fat, juicy, 
shameful lie.” 

“It’s not right for you to be blamed,” Joe said. He 
hadn’t meant for things to turn out this way. If he had 
thought for one minute that they’d be found out, he 
never would have asked her to he. ‘T’m sorry.” 

“Forget it.” 
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“I can’t let you risk your career for me. I’m going 
back to the office to talk witti Claude. I’ll explain to him 
that I coerced you.” 

“Leave it, Joe. Please, leave this alone.” 

“I can’t do that.” 

He didn’t know what kind of men she was accus- 
tomed to dealing with, but he wasn’t going to let her 
take the blame for something that was his fault. Joe 
wasn’t a coward. He wanted to protect her, not the 
other way around. 

He pivoted and headed back toward the Sky Air of- 
fice. 

“Where are you going?” she demanded. 

"I’m going to do what’s right.” 

She ran up in front of him, halting his progress. 
“Don’t you dare talk to Claude. You’ll only make it 
worse.” 

“I shouldn’t have asked you to lie, Bailey.” 

“And I shouldn’t have agreed. But it was my choice. 
Now it’s over and done with. Really, no big deal. I can 
live with being suspended for two weeks.” 

“I can’t,” he said. 

“Well, you have to,” she said. “You’re going to have 
to swallow your macho pride and let me take care of 
this.” 

“My macho pride?” He didn’t get it. 

“That’s right, Mr. Test Pilot. You don’t like the idea 
of hiding behind my skirts.” 

He glanced down at her shorts. They were cut full 
enough to almost qualify as a skirt, but they were mid- 
thigh. “I can’t hide behind that skirt. There’s not 
enough material to cover a squirrel.” He eyed her long, 
tanned legs with sincere appreciation. “Not that I’m 
criticizing.” 
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“Don’t you get off the subject,” she said sternly. 
“What we’re talking about here is your arrogant atti- 
tude. And this time, you’re just going to have to back 
off and let me take care of things.” 

He didn’t feel arrogant. The opposite, in fact. Joe felt 
like a weasel for allowing her to jeopardue her life- 
work. “It’s not right. This was my stupid idea, to pur- 
sue the investigation without FAA sanction. And I got 
you sucked in. What kind of man would I be if I let you 
protect me?” 

“What kind of man,” she said slyly, “would act 
against my wishes?” 

She had him. He was hoist on his own chivalrous pe- 
tard. Damned if he did, damned if he didn’t. Joe didn’t 
much like the situation, but her grin went a long way 
toward convincing him that everything would be all 
right. “Somehow, Bailey, I’ll make this up to you.” 

“Glad you see it my way.” She took a set of keys 
from her purse, tossed them in the air and caught them. 
“I’m going to Aspen this afternoon. Mac got me a 
Pip>er Tomahawk, It’s fueled and ready to go. Want to 
come?” 

“There’s this small matter of an investigation.” 

“What else can we do today? Talk to Grambling? He 
hates you. Talk to Emily? She hates me. Or Ross 
O’Shea? Talking to him would be a total waste of time 
and breath.” 

“True,” Joe said. “I guess the only thing is to wait 
until we hear from Salton and he tells us the identity of 
Kate’s lover.” 

“We can wait in Aspen.” 

“Okay,” he said. “I’ll drop you at your place, then 
I’ll go home,-make a couple of calls. And we’re off.” 

“Roger dodger. Over and out.” 
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Everything would be better when she was in the air. The 
world would be a brighter, cleaner, kinder place. Her 
hopes and dreams would once again be put in proper 
perspective. In spite of a niggling doubt that she should 
have told Joe that Claude had practically ordered her to 
take him to Aspen, Bailey was perfectly delighted with 
the prospect of an afternoon spent stunt flying and an 
evening with Mac and Greta in Aspen. 

It was two o’clock in the afternoon when she and Joe 
finally strapped themselves into the cockpit of the Pip- 
er Tomahawk. Mac had said it was souped up, and he 
had not lied. Not only did the Tomahawk feature a 
custom paint job in yellow and black, but the standard 
power had been doubled with a Lycoming engine, 230 
horses, plenty of shove for stunts. The only problem 
would be looping so hard that the wings were tom off. 

They hadn’t needed to file a flight plan for this 
pleasure trip, and Bailey was absolutely pleased to be 
sitting in the left seat for takeoff. She spoke into the 
headset microphone that was necessary to communi- 
cate over the whine of the engine. “Ready, Joe?” 

He gave her a thumbs-up sign. 
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Bailey felt that old, famihar flutter in the pit of her 
stomach. Anticipation. She wondered if the condor 
shared that instant of thrill before spreading wing and 
soaring. What would it be like to be a bird? Free as a 
bird, she thought. Did the winged species know how 
they were truly blessed among creatures? Not weighted 
down by worries and guilt, they could fly. In moments, 
she would be like them. 

She taxied into position, running through the pre- 
flight checks with thorough efficiency. 

When she was a little girl, she remembered, after her 
parents had died, she’d stood on a verdant hillside out- 
side Atlanta and watched Grandpa Mac in his flying 
machine. Little Bailey had spread her arms, wishing the 
air currents could lift her away from all the mess and 
debris on the earth. She’d longed to leave her tragedies 
behind, to live on the wind, to float on the pure, clear 
air. 

“Bailey?” Joe’s deep voice resonated through the 
headset. “You love this, don’t you?” 

“More than anything.” 

She turned her head toward him. In the mysterious, 
deep blue of his eyes, she saw a reflection of her own 
anticipation. They were kindred spirits. He shared her 
deepest feelings, the emotion she could not express in 
words or gestures, the swelling of her heart, the trem- 
ble that coursed through her blood when she knew she 
was about to take flight. 

When he grasped her hand, she squeezed his with the 
fierce intensity of her unfettered excitement. Finally, she 
thought, here was a man who could understand. They 
were mated on the most profound level. Not as lovers, 
but as soul mates. 
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And if they ever could make love? If she could in- 
dulge herself in a long, slow exploration of his lips, if 
they could discover the intimate secrets of each other’s 
bodies, Bailey knew that she would finally achieve per- 
fect fulfillment. 

She revved the powerful single-prop engine. All sys- 
tems were okay. A-okay. 

Bailey accelerated, throttled back and the wheels left 
the earth. She had to suppress the urge to shout “Yip- 
pee!” 

They leveled off at sufficient altitude for Aspen, and 
she glanced at Joe. He had leaned back in his seat. To- 
tally relaxed, his arms rested loosely at his sides. And he 
was smiling, drinking in the sky. Lazily, with utter con- 
tentment, he roiled his head toward her. 

His lips moved. 

She couldn’t hear him over the whirring of the en- 
gine. “What?” 

He formed the words carefully. 

“Love? Did you say love?” 

Did he? He was making some kind of declaration, 
and she couldn’t imagine what it was. Love? She could 
hope. She could dream that he was telling her that he 
loved her, that the past was gone, Kate no longer mat- 
tered, no one mattered except for Bailey. Together, in 
the limitless horizons of her mind, they would soar to 
magnificent altitudes. 

“Joe, what are you saying? What do you love?” . 

He put on his headset and spoke into the mike that 
communicated with her headset. “I said, Bailey, that 
I’d love to take the controls. Whenever you’re ready.” 

Bailey grinned. Maybe he hadn’t professed his un- 
dying affection, but she was literally too high to let that 
drag her down. For a change, she felt in control of the 
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situation. “I don’t know if I should let you fly. Have 
you had any experience in this kind of plane, Jet Man?” 

“If I can handle a Stealth bomber, I think I can 
probably do okay in something with a motor the size of 
a lawn mower.” 

“Two hundred and thirty horses?” 

“Nothing to it.” 

Her eyebrows lifted. Such unbridled arrogance could 
not go unanswered. 

When they passed the first foothills, well beyond the 
range of circling passenger planes and well below the 
altitude of any others, she swooped low, diving into a 
deserted, barren canyon with palisades rising on either 
side. She skimmed a mere fifty feet above a dry river- 
bed. “Ever try this, Jet Man?” 

“Same altitude,” he said with a shrug. “Of course, 
I was moving at Mach 2.” 

She nosed upward. The maneuverability in this little 
plane was outstanding— better than Grandpa Mac’s 
Spitfire. Though she shouldn’t have been goofing 
around, Bailey couldn’t resist. She was riding low m the 
sky, nearly a thousand feet below any commercial 
flight, and their plane was highly visible in the nearly 
cloudless sky. 

She decided to indulge herself. 

Bailey soared upward, arcing steadily to keep the en- 
gine from stalling out at the pinnacle of the stunt ma- 
neuver. They made a slow, upside-down circle m the air. 
The blood rushed to her head. Seat belts kept them 
from falling. 

Joe raised his hands above his head and braced them 
against the window ceiling until Bailey had completed 
her arc and they were once again right side up. Then he 
merely grinned. “Cute.” 
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“Is that all you’ve got to say for yourself?” Most 
people were screaming their heads off before the circle 
was complete. Of course, she hadn't expected Joe to be 
that jumpy. But she wanted some kind of reaction. 
“Cute?” 

“Like a quaint, old-time barnstormer.” 

‘ ‘Yeah? I’ll show you quaint. Jet Man.” 

She executed a spiral dive, pulling up only seventy 
feet from a nose-first crash landing. Her desire to 
astound Joe warred with her sheer exhilaration at once 
again performing these aerial acrobatics. Like a bird, a 
crazy bird— a loon or a long-beaked cormorant. She 
was in her element. 

Below them, the waters of a small reservoir glittered 
in the afternoon sun. Balancing the rudder and flaps, 
Bailey performed a barrel roll, then pulled out and shot 
straight up. 

She leveled off. “Okay, Jet Man. Your turn.” 

“I’m just going to start out by returning to standard 
i^ltitude and going straight, maybe even trying to get 
^ack on course. Do you mind?” 

“I’m fine.” With a contented purr, she leaned back 
in the pilot’s seat. “Whatever you want to do. I’m 
great.” 

“Your eyes are all dreamy and unfocused.” 

“Are they?” she murmured. 

Over her headset, she heard him chuckle. “I’ll tell 
you, Bailey, you look like a woman who should be 
stretched out on satin sheets, asking if it was good for 
me.” 

“This is better,” she said definitely. Making love had 
never given her the kind of thrill she got from flying. 

Gazing out the window, she enjoyed the day, the 
puffs of passing clouds, the unfolding panorama of 
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spreading foothills marked with ribbons of streams and 
distant snowcapped peaks. On their route to Aspen, 
they would climb over Vail Pass and the Continental 
Divide. 

Joe was a good pilot. He was careful about the un- 
predictable downdrafts that made mountain flying 
dangerous, and he kept their course steady. 

Bailey felt safe with him. She’d never been so calm 
when flying with Kate. Not even when Kate was at her 
best. Though she hadn’t intended to mention the inves- 
tigation, she asked, “Did you ever fly with Kate?” 

“A couple of times.” He adjusted the altitude, mak- 
ing the steady climb. “I usually took over. It makes me 
nervous to have anyone else at the controls.” 

“Typical male,” she muttered into her headset. 

“VAiat?” he asked over the engine noise. 

She rested her hands on the wheel. “I’ll take it from 
here, Joe.” 

Without the slightest argument, he allowed her to 
once again pilot the plane. He settled back in his seat, 
giving the impression that he was content to simply sit 
back and enjoy the ride. But she knew better. 

Joe liked ^ing the boss. He hadn’t felt right when she 
took the responsibility for dealing with Claude. And it 
was probably bothering him that she was a more expe- 
rienced pilot on this type of aircraft. And yet, she re- 
alized, he was able to compromise. Grandpa Mac would 
have said that he was trainable. Like a puppy? Or a 
horse? 

No way, Bailey thought. There was one thing for 
doggoned sure. Joe Rivers was one hundred percent all 
man. Fascinating and unpredictable and so handsome 
that she couldn’t help wanting to touch the line of his 
jaw, to measure the breadth of his shoulders with an 
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embrace. When he’d kissed her, she’d felt as if Joe was 
the most remarkable creature on the planet. 

She looked over at him, sitting so close in the copi- 
lot’s chair. He had taken off his headset and was sim- 
ply relaxed, soaking in the view, lulled by the steady 
whir of the engines. What would it be like to have him 
make love to her? Better than flying? 

Bailey chased those thoughts from her head and 
concentrated on the route to Aspen. With apprehen- 
sion, she reali2ed that they \rere nearing the point where 
the crash had happened. Bailey didn’t want to think 
about it. But the voices replayed in her head. Kate, be- 
ing nasty, had sneered and told her that she wasn’t Joe’s 
type. 

But Joe had said differently. He’d told her that if he 
had a type, it would be Bailey. 

Oh, my gracious heavens, she wanted him so badly. 
Just for a day. Just for one night. If she could forget 
everything and love him for one night, a matter of 
hours, she’d be happy. If he would make love to her just 
once. . . 

But wouldn’t that be worse? Then she would know 
what she was missing. Once she felt his caresses, she 
would regret the loss of sensation. Now she could only 
feel sorry that she wouldn’t have the dream. She would 
never know what she was missing. 

Over the headset, she heard a burst of static. An- 
other plane signaling her? An airfield? 

The last time she’d looked down on this view, disas- 
ter had been moments away. 

A fu2zy voice on the headset whispered, “Bailey. Do 
you remember? Bailey.’’ 
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She tapped the headset. Obviously, she was imagin- 
ing this strange signal. She spoke into her mouthpiece. 
“Please identify.” 

The voice continued. “Listen hard, Bailey. You can 
still hear the screams of your passengers when the plane 
went down.” 

Was she going crazy? This wasn’t possible. 

And yet the voice whispered in her ear, “Listen to 
them, Bailey. You and Kate kUled them. You shared in 
it. You shared everything. Even Joe.” 

“No!” She tuned the headset to another frequency, 
and made a call to the ground, repeating the identifi- 
cation numbers on the Tomahawk. “Airfield, this is 
Tango Charlie One Five Five. Do you read me?” 

“What did she tell you, Bailey? What did Kate say?” 

“This is Tango Charlie One—” 

“They can’t hear you, Bailey. You’re going to die. 
Like Kate died.” 

“Who is this? What do you want?” 

“Five people died because of you. Your friend Kate 
died. She burned. You killed her.” 

“No! I tried my best.” 

“You failed.” 

A horror spread through her, paralyzing her limbs, 
tamping her breathing. ’Sdvid pictures flashed across the 
surface of her mind. Fire! Spreading fire consumed the 
flesh, burned to the bone. 

“You should have died, too,” the voice said. “Take 
it down, Bailey. Erase their deaths with your own.” 

“Who is this?” 

Joe touched her arm, and she turned to him. Unable 
to speak, she gaped and touched the earphones. 

Quickly, he put on his headset. “What’s wrong?” 
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“I don’t know,” she said. “Somebody is on my fre- 
quency.” 

“Fm listening,” he said. 

But there was silence. 

A sob crawled up her throat. Had she imagined the 
voice? Was it her conscience? 

She’d failed. Those people had died because of her. 
Pain tightened in a band around her skull. "You take it, 
Joe. I can’t. I can’t fly anymore.” 

She yanked off her headset, leaned back in the pi- 
lot’s seat and squeezed her eyes closed. The voice had 
been right. She shouldn’t be flying. Those five deaths, 
horrible deaths, had been her fault. Kate had died, 
strapped into her seat and unconscious. It was all Bai- 
ley’s fault. She should have rescued her, should have 
climbed back in the passenger section and told Joe that 
his wife needed to be moved. 

He could have saved Kate and her unborn baby. In- 
stead, he’d been struggling with O’Shea, helping that 
shoddy actor from the plane instead of taking care of 
his own beautiful wife. 

Guilt and sorrow consumed her. Behind her eyelids, 
she saw the crash, the flames. Her ears rang with the 
explosion. 

Joe held her shoulder. He shook hard, and she turned 
toward him. Forcefully, he gestured to her headset. She 
held the equipment in her hands. If she put it on, would 
she hear the voice again? Accusing her? Five people had 
died because she'd failed. 

Joe reached over and put the headset on her. 

“What happened?” he demanded. 

“I thought somebody was talking to me.” Her fin- 
gers trembled uncontrollably, and she laced them to- 
.gether on her lap. “There was a voice.” 
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‘ ‘A voice? From the ground?’ ’ 

“I don’t know. There’s no airfield around here. 
Usually, up here, if I can’t see them, I can’t hear them, 
either.” 

“Must have been another plane.” Joe leaned for- 
ward and scanned the clear blue skies. He couldn’t see 
another aircraft. Slovdy, he banked and turned, trying 
to glimpse the view from a different angle. If she’d 
heard a voice, the other plane had dropped back, far 
enough behind them that he couldn’t tell if they v/ere 
being followed or not. 

Nothing- There v/as nothing in sight. 

“Bailey? What did the voice say to you?” 

“We’re near where the Otter crashed,” she safd. 

Even over the headset, he could hear the tremble in 
the back of her throat. 

“I know where v/e are,” Joe said. He was very well 
aware of the topography. Not only had he Qovni this 
route himself, hut he had also studied the maps end- 
lessly, trymg to determine if there had been any other 
landing site for the Otter, trying to understand why the 
plane had gone so far off course. 

Now, of course, he knew why. It had been Kate’s 
faulL She hadn’t properly weaned herself from her 
medication, and her Ggo wouldn’t allow her to admit 
that she needed Bailey to take the controls- “Don’t 
blame yourself,” he said. 

She leaned forward as far as the seat belt would al- 
low and buned her face in her hands. A fierce shudder 
shook her shoulders. Abruptly, she lowered her hards. 
Her eyes were dry. ‘^T’m okay,” she said. “Sorry.” 

Touching her shoulder, he felt ±e tension, in her 
body. This tall, teaxTifuI woman had been thmugh-the 
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worst hell a pilot could imagine, and she’d not only 
survived, but had also been strong and admirably game. 

He wasn’t sure if he could have coped with the guilt 
as well as she had. Five deaths. Innocent people killed 
in a crash. He knew that, at some point, logic faded and 
the ghosts of those people would rise and haunt you. 

Trying to say the right thing, the comforting thing, he 
spoke into his headset. “If anyone is to blame, it was 
Kate. She was screwing around with medication, flying 
impaired and drifting off course.’’ 

“I know that.” 

She looked directly at him. Even in grief, she was 
lovely. Her dark eyes held a wealth of sorrow, and he 
wanted to soothe the pain away. 

“Tell me about it,” he said. “Talk it out.” 

“Five people died on my watch. They died when I 
was at the wheel. I’ll never forget.” 

“You don’t need to forget. But you’ve got to go on 
with living. Now, tell me about the voice on the head- 
set.” 

“It was probably in my head. I was hearing things.” 

“But if you weren’t,” he said, “it means some- 
body’s there. Maybe they’re listening to us right now, 
monitoring every word,” He glanced through the skies, 
seeing no sign of another aircraft. “Maybe.there’s some 
coward on our frequency who’s afraid to show him- 
self.” 

Joe waited, hoping that he could goad the voice into 
speaking again. 

But there was no response. 

Joe turned back to her. “Who knew where we were 
headed?” 

“Nobody. I didn’t file a flight plan. And I just have 
this map from Grandpa Mac.” 
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“Claude gave you the map ” he argued. “He knows 
our frequency. And he knew you were headed to As- 

“Why would he talk to me on the headset? Why 
would he say those things?” She shook her head. ^All 
I was hearing was the voice of my own conscience.” 

Though Joe hadn’t been planning to put forth any 
new information on the investigation, he realized that 
Bailey was even more involved than he was. She stood 
to lose her reputation as a pilot. Worse than that, she 
might lose her nerve. 

Being a pilot, he knew, required equal parts of deter- 
mination, motor skills and sheer lunacy. Mechanical 
logic balanced with the completely unreasonable sus- 
pension of gravity. No matter how many aerodynamic 
principles were involved, there was the underlying mir- 
acle of flight. Tons of metal had no business rising from 
the ground. 

He knew Bailey’s tolerance for miracles was wearing 
thin. 

Into the headset, he said, “I heard from Salton," 

“Who?” 


“Salton. Kate’s shrink. I called him when I stopped 
back at my house to pack.” Worriedly, Joe glanced* to- 
ward her. “Are you okay?” 


She held np her hand. With an almost detached 
she watched her own fingers jumping and trembling 
more than the steady vibration of the plane would 
cause. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me.” 

“Should I take it down at the next chance?” 

“No ” she said firmly. “I want to Uve in the skies 
Joe. I don t ever want to return to earth. Up here, I’m 
safe. Even when I hear voices on the headset.” 

Her hand flopped loosely to her lap. 
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“Bailey, talk to me.” 

“I sure as heck wish I could explain it all to you, Joe. 
But I’m not real good with feelings. I guess Ais is de- 
spair.” 

He ached inside when he heard her speak. He longed 
to erase the sorrow and guilt that she felt. 

She continued, “My patents died when I was just a 
kid, and I thought I’d come to grips with the whole idea 
of death and dying. I don’t know when I figured it out. 
Grandpa Mac wasn’t one to be taking me to a psychia- 
trist, and I never asked to go. But somewhere in my 
early years, I faced the fact that my mother and father 
weren’t coming back. They were gone. And I decided 
that wasn’t so bad. To be just vanished, invisible and 
gone, sucked up into the air like an evaporating cloud.” 

He reached over and touched her forearm. Gently, he 
glided his hand down and linked his fingers with hers. 
She was cold. 

“I’m not scared of dying,” she said. “Before the 
crash, I never thought of dying in an aircraft. Even 
now, I don’t think about myself dying. But those other 
people ...” She turned her head toward him. 

“It’s okay to talk about it, Bailey. Having feelings is 
natural.” 

“And flying a plane is not.” She managed a slight 
grin. “Or maybe it is. Grandpa Mac always used to say 
that if the good Lord intended for man to walk, he 
wouldn’t have invented wings.” 

He liked the way she thought, admired her innate 
courage. She was, perhaps, the most remarkable 
woman he’d ever known. Her strength intrigued him as 
much as the sweet vulnerability that lurked beneath the 
surface. She appealed to him— more than the physical 
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attraction he felt for a beautiful lady with long legs and 
deep brown eyes. 

He liked her as a friend, a companion, somebody he 
enjoyed knowing and learning more about. She might 
very well be the other half of his soul. 

“All right,” she said. “Let’s talk about Salton. Did 
he tell you about Kate’s lover?” 

“He wouldn’t reveal his privileged information,” Joe 
said, recalling the brief telephone conversation. “He 
claimed that the identity of Kate’s lover has no rele- 
vance to the crash, and he won’t open his files without 
a court order.” 

“Of course he’d protect the lover,” Bailey said. 
“Especially if the lover was Salton himself.” 

“True. He’s trying to say that if the crash wasn’t 
caused by mechanical failure, Kate was to blame be- 
cause she was screwing around with her medication.” 
He shrugged. “Maybe he’s right. That would explain 
why she'd allowed the plane to drift so far off course.” 

Bailey disentangled her fingers from his. In a way, it 
seemed that she was pulling back into herself. “Being 
off course is one thing, but the machinery was de- 
fective. Kate didn’t cause the plane to stall.” 

“Okay, Bailey.” She was riled, vehement. 

“That voice ... the voice I thought I heard over the 
crash site. . .” She was breathing hard. “The voice talked 
about Kate. Said that Kate was my friend, that she’d 
told me everything.” 

“If we’re talking about blackmail,” Joe said, “that 
voice could have been Salton.” 

“He told me I should crash this plane, erase the 
deaths of the others with my owii.” 

“Mind games.” That sounded like Salton. “It’s all a 

he, Bailey. You know that, don’t you?” 
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“I do, but it still hurts. Oh gracious, it hurts.” She 
sighed heavily. ‘ ‘Kd you mention to Salton that we were 
flying to Aspen?” 

“No.” 

“But I guess he could have followed us.” 

“And he’s still worried about blackmail,” Joe said. 

She settled back in her seat. “You know what’s the 
worst thing? If he doesn’t admit it, we’ve got no proof. 
Seems to me like we’re a couple of hound dogs chasing 
our tails, Joe. We’ve got lots of speculation and no solid 
evidence.” 

When they neared Aspen, the map indicated that they 
should veer southwest. With Bailey navigating, Joe 
followed the coordinates Mac had given along with 
simple instructions. Though secluded, the cabin was 
simple to find. There was a four-hundred-foot runway 
out in front with a bamlike hangar. 

Bailey glanced down, “Look at the size of that place! 
It’s huge! I wouldn’t call it a cabin.” 

“By Aspen standards, it’s a cabin.” 

“Let me take over now,” she said. “I’ll land it.” 

He didn’t hesitate for an instant, but lifted his hands 
from the yoke and pulled back his feet from the rudder 
pedals. “All yours.” 

“Thanks, Joe.” Even over the headset, he could hear 
the warmth in her voice. “I’m glad that you trust me.” 

With all his heart, he believed in her. More than he 
had ever trusted another person, he had faith in Bailey. 

Her descent was perfect. The touchdown was as neat 
as a feather gliding across silk. 

The puzzles came on the ground. 

“No other plane,” Bailey noted. “That’s weird. I’m 
sure Greta said they were taking the Spitfire.” 
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After securing the Tomahawk against the unpredict- 
able wind and weather of the high Rockies, they ap- 
proached the cabin, which was larger than most 
multifamily dwellings. Joe could have put the entire 
block of town houses in this cedarv/'ood structure with 
its soaring roof and vast display of vrindows and encir- 
cling porch. 

No one responded to the doorbell, but the front door 
was unlocked. “I guess we should just walk in,” Bail^ 
said. 

The interior of the cabin was as opulent as the out- 
side. The front room had a huge fireplace, sunounded 
by attractive leather sofas. 

Bailey regarded their surroundings with a frown. “I 
feel like Goldilocks walking into the home of the three 
bears. Maybe we should go looking for three bowls of 
porridge in the kitchen.” 

Joe lifted his eyebrows. “Why?” 

“Don’t you remember the fairy tale? Goldilocks 
tastes the Papa Bear porridge and says it’s too hot, then 
Mama Bear’s, and that’s too cold. But Baby Bear’s 
porridge is just right.” 

There was no porridge in the kitchen. Only a bottle 
of chilled champagne and a note. 

Joe read it aloud. “‘We’re spending the night in town 
so I can get a fresh start in the morning. There’s drink 
and food in the fridge. Make yourselves at home. 
Greta.’ ” 

“Did she leave a phone number"^” 

“No.” 

“This is very strange, Joe. I’m sure Greta told me this 
plare didn’t have a phone, but it looks fully equipped to 
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She lifted the kitchen wall phone off the receiver. 
“It’s dead.” 

‘ ‘No problem, lady.” Joe unzipped the gym bag he’d 
packed with one change of clothes. Wrapped in his 
sweatshirt was a modem marvel. “Cell phone.” 

“But we still don’t have her number.” She eyed the 
champagne. “Oh, well, let’s make ourselves at home. 
Like toe note says.” 

“Is that what Goldilocks would do?” 

“Actually, Goldilocks tried three chairs until she 
found the one that was just right. Then she tried the 
beds.” 

Joe smiled. He was looking forward to finding the 
bed that was just right. 



Chapter Fourteen 


They snacked on pate and crackers, washed down with 
champagne. Champagne? Bailey thought that was a 
particularly odd gift from her grandfather. Though 
Grandpa Mac was no stranger to strong libation, he did 
not necessarily encourage his granddaughter to drink, 
except for special occasions. And leaving her alone in a 
glamorous, secluded cabin with Joe seemed to invite 
only one sort of celebration. 

“Apparently,” she said, “Grandpa Mac and Greta 
aren’t above a little matchmaking.” She pushed back 
her chair from the kitchen table and stood. “Cham- 
pagne? ‘Make yourself at home’?” 

“I like the suggestions,” Joe said. “I would have 
added roses and chocolate. Soft jazz. Dimmed lights. 
The scent of musk in the air.” 

His gaze locked in on hers, sure and steady as a ra- 
dar beacon, drawing her closer. Rising, he closed the 
distance between them. As he stood before her, she was 
aware of his superior height. It was good to be with a 
man who was taller. Happily, her head tilted up, and she 
gazed into the blue of his eyes. He had to be the most 
handsome man in the world with his tousled black hair 
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and those eyes that penetrated to the very core of her 
being. 

His hand lightly caressed her shoulders, and she sup- 
pressed a trembling response. “This seems too 
planned,” she said. 

“Not by you or me,” he said. “I don’t think we had 
placed lovemaking on our agenda.” 

“No, sir.” She took a step backward. “That was not 
scheduled.” 

“I’m willing to be spontaneous.” 

He caught her arm before she could dart behind a 
flurry of objections. Joe dragged her close against him. 
His mouth claimed hers for a long, melting, sensuous 
kiss. 

It was the kind of kiss that caused her heartbeat to 
accelerate and her toes to curl. And Bailey wanted 
mote. For days, weeks, months, she had fought this at- 
traction. All of her resistance was spent. 

Languidly, she said, "This is a mistake, Joe.” 

She leaned back in his arms, reveling in sensation. 
His lips demanded her response. 

“Joe.” She sighed. "We shouldn’t be thinking about 
lovemaking.” 

“Too late, Bailey. I’m already thinking.” 

“So am I,” she whispered. “Lord help me, so am I.” 

“Let me make love to you.” His voice lowered se- 
ductively. She felt the heat of his breath on her cheeks. 
“Say the word, Bailey. I’ll take you on a flight you 
won’t forget.” 

She wanted him more than she’d ever wanted any- 
thing in her whole life. But the word she said was “No.” 

Though the light in>is ^es dimmed, the flame was 
not extinguished. 
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She swallowed hard. She couldn’t just stand there, 
staring at him with her heart twirling in her chest like a 
kite on a string. In order to put an end to these danger- 
ous thou^ts, she needed a diversion. “I say we need to 
make an exploration of this house. We’d better locate 
the important facilities,” she said, “before it’s dark.” 
“Right,” Joe said, without much enthusiasm. 

“In a place this size, we might get lost.” 

Determined not to succumb to her desire, Bailey set 
out, putting one foot in front of the other, exploring the 
home of one of Grandpa Mac’s old buddies. The lower 
floor was actually three levels— a sitting room with a 
fireplace, a dining area and kitchen and a couple of 
smaller rooms. The opulent cabin spread before her in 
a kind of blur, a haze of suppressed passion. Her rebel- 
lious mind concentrated only upon Joe. All she wanted 
was to melt into his arms and feel his body against hers. 

But that was wrong. There could never be anything 
between them until she told him the truth about what 
happened m the cockpit. And then . . .he would hate her. 

Bailey could barely stand to think about it. 

On the first floor of the cabin, there were two spa- 
cious offices. His and hers. In the “his” office, Bailey 
noticed a framed black-and-white photograph of a rag- 
tag group of aviators standing around a single-prop 
airplane. 

“I’ve seen this picture before,” she said delightedly. 
“This is from the show, Mac Augustine’s World War n 
Airshow.” 

Joe studied the photo and pointed. “That looks like 
Claude Whistler.” 

“So it is. He mentioned that he had flown for 
Grandpa Mac, and I felt kind of bad that I didn’t re- 
member him or his friend, Jimmy Cannon.” She 
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shrugged. “I never paid too much attention to Grandpa 
Mac’s buddies.” 

She went to the desk and found another framed 
photo. “How about this one, Joe. It’s Claude and some 
other guy. He must be the one who owns the cabin.” 
She leaned close and squinted. “I wonder why Claude 
didn’t say anything when he gave me the map.” 

“Good old Claude,” Joe said jokingly. “No ego 
there. Have you ever noticed the wall of photos in his 
office with Claude in almost every single one?” 

“You don’t like him, do you?” 

“There’s something rotten under that perfect ve- 
neer.” He leaned against the desk. “By the way, I still 
want to know how he found out about the cut brake 
cable.” 

“Greta must have told him.” 

“Are we talking about the same Greta who is so be- 
sotted with Mac that she can’t see straight? Why would 
she worry about you and your brake cable?” 

“It’s her job. She was probably trying to do the right 
thing, and I can’t hold that against her.” 

Still, she thought, Joe was right. It didn’t seem char- 
acteristic for Greta to go running to the boss with in- 
formation. At least, she would have talked to Bailey 
first. 

Joe suggested, “Let’s call her and find out.” 

“No number,” Bailey said. 

“What about this race she’s in?” He checked his 
wristwatch. “It’s after six, but we might be able to reach 
somebody. Let’s get her a message to call here.” 

“Is it really that important?” 

“We’ll want to hook up with them in Aspen tomor- 
row, anyway.” 



Cassie Miles 


235 


Joe strode into the living-room area, grabbed bis 
lular phone and the Aspen phone book. He settl^ 
down at the kitchoi table with a glass of chmpagne. I 
need to check my home messages, anyway.” 

Bailey went to the living area and settled on the 
leather sofa. Nursing her champagne, she positioned 
herself so she could watch Joe. The view of him was far 
more satisfying than the vista of snowcapped peaks 
outside the picture window. He was exactly the way a 
man should be. 

He glanced over at her. “Amazing. Ted Grambling 
actually called me back and left a message with his 
home phone number.’ ’ 

‘ ‘Why did you want to talk to him? ’ ’ 

“To push a few buttons about blackmail.” 

‘ ‘We know why Ross O’Shea was trying to blackmail 
him.” 

“But he mentioned another time. Something about 
a mess that Jillian had gotten him into.” 

Joe turned his attention back to the telephone. Again, 
she indulged herself in the sheer pleasure of observing 
him. 

After a half a dozen calls, he set the phone down, 
“I’ve left messages for Greta,” 

“That’s nice.” What would it be like to make love to 
him? 


But she wasn’t allowed to ponder because Joe came 
toward her. He took her hand, leading the way. Before 
she knew it, they were climbing the stairs that led to.the 
second floor. Up there, she knew, were the bedrooms. 

There were three rooms, all decorated in a similar 
^tic style with incredible handmade quUts and pine 
fumirnre. -Hie fourth bedroom, at the end of the sec- 
ond-floor haUway, was huge. The king-size mattr^s 
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nestled in a four-poster wooden bed frame. The south- 
facing wall was aU windows and a French door that 
open^ onto a balcony. 

Bailey opened it and stq)ped outside, where the last 
vestiges of dusk were fading and the stare began to light 
the skies. The clean air in the mountains was different 
than anyplace in the world. It wasn’t heavy with mois- 
ture, like in Florida. The breeze was light and caress- 
ing, redolent with pine. 

When Joe came up behind her, he didn’t touch her. 
But she felt his masculine presence, his tempting near- 
ness. 

“It’s beautiful up here,’’ he said. “So quiet.’’ 

“Like there’s nobody else in the world.” 

“Just you and me,” he concurred. 

Her resolve not to make love to him began to slip. 
Her guilt would never allow her to have a lasting rela- 
tionship with Joe. But she could have one night. If only 
for tonight, she could find pleasure in his arms. Then 
she would teU him. Then she would divulge the secret 
that would drive him away from her forever. 

When she glanced toward him, Joe was watching her 
intently. 

“This light becomes you,” he said. “There’s a little 
bit of red in your hair. And your skin . . . it’s so smooth.” 

“What a pretty thing to say.” She was trying to back 
away, but primal forces beyond her control pulled her 
closer to him. 

“It’s true,” he asserted. “You’re a lovely woman.” 

She couldn’t hold off any longer. Her willpower 
shattered, and she breached the distance between them 
with one determined stride. In his arms, she looked up 
into his cool blue eyes. “Make love to me, Joe.” 
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He held her tightly, crushing her body against his. 
“Don’t say that if you don’t mean it.” 

“I want you to take me into that big wooden bed and 
give me a night I won’t ever forget. I want the mem- 
ory.” 

He kissed her. His mouth was hard and fierce against 
hers. His arms, so strong, pinned her to him, and when 
she moved, the friction between them aroused all her 
senses. 

Abandoning all reservations, she hurled herself into 
wanton desire. As she rubbed herself against his mus- 
cular chest, her nipples tightened. Hectricity shot 
through her. 

Bailey wasn’t sure how they got into the bed. Driven 
by unb^rable need, she wasn’t even sure of how thq? 
got out of their clothes. But they were naked, lying to- 
gether on the cool cotton sheets, when Joe paused. 

He caught her wrist and firmly placed her hand on 
the pillow. “I want to go slow, Bailey. Let me look at 
you.” 

Breathing hard, she endured his intense scrutiny. 
Then, delicately, he leaned over her. His tongue flick^ 
at the hard peaks of her breasts. 

Groaning with intense pleasure, she flung her arm 
across his back. “Make love to me, Joe. Make love to 
, me now.” 

“Not yet.” He remembered what she’d said in the 
plane. She’d told him that making love was nowhere as 
good as flying a plane, and Joe intended to show her 
how wrong she could be. 

If he could hold back, if he could wait until she was 
as aroused as he was, he could tease her to the brink of 

J ^tasy. Only then would he complete their lovemak- 
mg. 
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But she moved so sinuously beneath his touch. He 
didn’t know how long he could control himself. 

She whispered, “Please, Joe. Make love to me. 
Now.” 

His arousal could no longer be contained. He needed 
her. Now. This moment. He separated her thighs. She 
was slick and hot. She felt like heaven. Transported, he 
thrust hard. 

Her gasps encouraged him. Again and again, hold- 
ing back until he couldn’t wait another second. He ex- 
ploded within her. 

Then he held her, cradled her against him. Belatedly, 
all the important thoughts raced through his brain. He 
hadn’t asked about birth control. He hadn’t worn a 
condom. What if she turned up pregnant in a month? 
His heart stopped for a second as a deep realization 
spread through him. He would love to make babies with 
this woman. To have children. 

He wanted to tell her, to declare this feeling that must 
be love. Gazing down into her rich, brown eyes, his 
heart was full. He felt as if he’d come to the end of a 
very long journey, and his destination, his goal, was 
Bailey. 

Lazily, she smiled up at him. Her long legs rubbed 
against his. He could feel her relaxation. 

“Don’t fall asleep, Bailey.” 

“Why not?” 

“I’m not done with you yet.” 

Startled, her eyes snapped open. “What do you 
mean?” 

“This.” He kissed her gently. The time wasn’t right 
to declare his feelings, but he could show how he felt. 
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With far less urgency than the fust time 
anipulated the tender buds at the tips of her b^h, firm 


ireasts. 

“Joe, what are you dobg?” ^ 

“Makmg love to you again.” ^ 

“Not necessary.” She wriggled beneath his touch. 
“The first time was absolutely wonderful.” 

He kissed the hollow of her throat, tasted the sweet 
nectar of her Ups. “Doesn’t that feel good?” 

“Oh, yes.” 

‘ ‘You don’t want me to stop, do you?” 


“Oh, no.” 

Bailey felt positively decadent. Still awash b the ul- 
timate pleasure of their lovemakmg, her flesh was 
tender and moist. His deUcate caresses trembled on her 
skin. Exquisite sensations raced through her. This was 
more physical pleasure than she could stand. “Maybe 
we shouldn’t—” 

“Yes. We should.” 

He directed her hand to feel the hardness of his 
arousal, and she shivered with anticipation. Again? So 
soon? She couldn’t imagme what it would be like to 
build on the pleasure she’d already felt. Never before 
had she been with a man who was so concerned about 
her pleasure. Never before had she experienced the need 
that surged inside her, blanking her mind. 

Her gaze feasted on his body— bs broad shoulders 
and powerful chest, sprinkled with crisp, curling black 
hair. She loved the way his tomo tapered. She adored 
the heaviness of his muscularity. 

Tenderly, he prepared her for lovemaking, and when 
he again entered her, Bailey moaned with pleasure, 
fc-veiy thrust drove her higher. She was flymg. Defying 
gravity, she soared to a realm beyond the bluest sky. 
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Together, they rode to the heights, and she heard 
herself crying out at the final thrust. 

Slowly, magically, she floated back to earth, riding 
the air currents, subsiding into ecstasy. 

Bailey wakened early. Through the uncurtained 
windows, she saw the morning lighten the cloudless 
skies. She propped herself on one elbow and gazed 
down at the sleeping man beside her. And she remem- 
bered. Last night had been more wonderful than any- 
thing she’d ever experienced. 

Maybe she didn’t really need to tell him about her 
fight with Kate in the cockpit. Maybe she could let that 
slide, and accept the pleasure he gave her. One little se- 
aet? It shouldn’t make a difference. 

She wanted to wake him and have him make love to 
her again. At the same time, his complete relaxation 
made her hesitate. He needed rest. 

But if she stayed here in bed, she couldn’t leave him 
alone. She’d want to tickle his ear and squeeze the hard 
muscles in his arms. 

She crept from the bed. Her suitcase was all the way 
downstairs, so she took the liberty of peeking in the 
closet, looking for a robe. These were all men’s things. 

Still shivering and naked, she went into the next-door 
bedroom and turned on the overhead light. Mama 
Bear’s room, she thought. The closet held a few wom- 
en’s shirts on hangers, a fancy dress in a dry-cleaner’s 
plastic bag and a long terry-cloth robe, which Bailey 
sh'pped into. 

This really was a lovely house. There were windows 
everywhere. She looked out and saw the Piper Toma- 
hawk on the runway near the hangar. Who lived here? 
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When she found out, she’d have to send them a thank- 
you note and a dozen red roses. 

On the top of the long dresser, there was a framed 
five-by-seven photograph of a woman who looked fa- 
miliar. Bailey picked up the frame. A blond woman, her 
head thrown back, laughing. It must have been en- 
larged from a snapshot because she was unposed, 
wearing a casual halter top. With a shock, Bailey rec- 
ognized Claude’s wife. 

She’d only met the woman once, but she’d seen her 
picture in his office dozens of times. 

Was this Claude’s cabin? 

With growing apprehension, Bailey studied the pic- 
ture. His wife was wearing a necklace. A tiny golden 
airplane with a diamond for the propeller. The same 
necklace that they had found in Kate’s drawer. 

She hurried back into the other bedroom. “Joe, wake 
up!’’ 

He was startled. His blue eyes opened wide. Then he 
saw her and relaxed. “Morning, darlin’.’’ 

She thrust the photograph in front of him. “Look at 
this.’’ 


He winced and rubbed his eyelids. “Are you always 
like this in the morning? ’’ 

“Look!” 

He glanced at the picture. “Nice. Who is she?” 
“Claude’s wife. Look at her necklace.” 

• He stared at the picture, now fully awake “lH fcf- 
damned.” 


I found the photo in the other bedroom. This must 
^ Claude s cabin. The necklace must have been what 
^te was using to blackmail him. You were right ah 

Sata Sufe""' 
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' ‘Guess so,” be said. “The necklace is too much of a 
coincidence.” 

Bailey hated the suspicions that ran through her 
mind. “Let’s not jump to conclusions. Just because he 
was having an affair with Kate, it doesn’t necessarily 
mean that...” 

“The necklace,” Joe said. “The fund-raiser.” 

“Oh, dear.” She didn’t want to believe that Claude 
had sabotaged his own plane, but he certainly had the 
expertise and the opportunity. “When he saw me wear- 
ing the necklace at the fund-raiser, he must have 
thought I was hinting about blackmail. He must have 
thought that Kate told me.” 

“And he called you in the middle of the night. The 
bastard!” 

“This is his cabin,” she said. “Why would he want 
us to stay here?” 

“I can’t think of any good reason,” Joe said. “What 
time is it?” 

“Almost eight.” 

“Let’s get out of here.” 

They were dressed and downstairs when the cell 
phone rang, and Joe answered. “Greta,” he said. 

“Where are you two? We were expecting you last 
night.” 

“Must have gotten our signals crossed,” he said. 
Claude had wanted them there, at bis place. 

“Well, I’m doing my stretches and getting wanned 
up. The race starts at nine and I've—” 

“Greta, did you tell Claude about the cut brake line 
on the Cessna?” 

She sounded huffy. “Of course not. I told the me- 
chanics in the morning that it was frayed, they logged 
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good -work.” 

“Is he with you?” Joe asked. “Put lum oti t_e 

phone,” , j 

Mac Augustine’s voice was typically gruff, \vtia'- 

have you done with my little girl?” 

“Mac, I need to ask you about the repair you did on 
the Cessna. What did you do with the cut brake hue?” 

“I might be old, but I’m not senile. I took it with me 
so nobody would stumble over it by accident. The only 
ones who knew the brake line was cut were you, Kate, 
me and Greta.” 

“And the guy who cut it.” Claude. As a warning? As 
a reason to fire Bailey? 

“What’s going on?” Mac demanded. “Put Bailey on 
the phone.” 

She cleared her throat before speaking, not wanting 
to sound too tense or nervous. “Hi.” 

“Where the hell are you?” 

“Claude’s cabin.” She rattled off the coordinates 
from the map Claude had given her. “But we’re leav- 
ing. Grandpa Mac, do you remember a pilot named 
Jimmy Cannon?” 

“Yes.” 


“Tell me about him. Quick.” 


“An inaedible stunt pilot. But he wasn’t a full-time 
aviator. Jimmy got himself involved in some environ- 
mentahst group.” He paused. “He died ten years ago. 
In a crash. I could never believe that such a good pilot 
was so dang careless.” 


Maybe he wasn’t, Bailey thought. Maybe Jimmy 
annon was the first time Qaude arranged a sabotage. 
Mac.’^ takmg off. We’ll meet you in Aspen, Grandpa 
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“What’s going on, Bailey? Are you in trouble?” 

“Not anymore.” She forced herself to sound calm. 
“We’ll see you later, Grandpa. I love you.” 

She disconnected the call and looked at Joe. “Let’s 
get the bell out of here,” 

On the runway, she approached the Piper Toma- 
hawk with some trepidation. Claude had sabotaged 
three planes before this. The Otter. The Cessna. And 
Jimmy Cannon’s plane. And he’d arranged for them to 
be here. He’d even provided champagne to ensure they 
would be too wrapped up in each other to pay atten- 
tion to what was happening outside the cabin. 

“I’d better take a look at the engine,” Bailey said. 

To a less experienced eye, the innards of the plane 
wouldn’t have looked as if they’d been tampered with. 
But Bailey had grown up at her grandpa's side. She felt 
along the hoses, discovering pinprick holes. Some of the 
electrical wires were crossed. 

“We would have gotten off the ground,” she said. 
“But the fuel pressure wouldn’t have held. This is a 
powerhouse engine. If it didn’t explode, it would have 
stalled on the climb we need to get over these peaks.” 

“Okay,” Joe said. “We can hike out of here.” 

“Not a chance. I can fix this.” She grinned at him. 
“Remember? I’m the one who’s accustomed to flying 
any old machine, held together with duct tape and a 
prayer.” 

Joe opened the plane’s belly and fetched the tool kit. 
“Go for it, Bailey. Much as it assaults my masculine 
pride, I bow to your superior knowledge.” 

"Thanks, Jet Man.” 

While she worked, he watched the heavens. Claude 
wouldn’t have left the crash to chance. He’d arranged 
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everything too carefully. He’d be here. And Joe was 
sure he’d be armed. 

On his cell phone, he dialed the home number for Ted 
Grambling. The congressman himself answered. 

“This is Joe Rivers.” Taking a breath, hoping he was 
right, he said, “I know about Jimmy Cannon.” 

“Damn.” Then Grambling recovered. “I don’t know 
what you’re talking about.” 

“You remember. Congressman. About ten years ago. 
An environmentalist group. There was a plane crash.” 

“I don’t know anything about it. You can’t prove 
thatldo.” 

But he sounded guilty as hell. Joe pressed on. ‘ ‘That 
would have been just about the time you loaned Claude 
Whistler a lot of money to start his business, wouldn’t 
it?” 

The phone went dead. 

Joe drew the conclusions that would end his investi* 
gation. “I think we’ve got our answer. Claude sabo- 
taged his friend. Grambling paid him off. Kate must 
have found out about it, and Claude had to get rid of 
her, too. It was a bonus that Jillian Grambling was on 
the plane.” 

“I hate this,” Bailey said. 

“Old secrets never die. They fester and grow.” 
“S^rets?” She turned to him. Her wide brown eyes 
seemed frightened. “There’s something I’ve got to tell 
you, Joe.” 

“Can it wait?” 

“I can’t hold it back any longer. After last night, 1 
keep this secret. Even if it means I’m going to lose 

“Lose me? Bailey, you won’t lose me.” 




Cassie Miles 


247 


to get out of here. I think those repairs will hold us to 
Aspen.” 

Tliey leapt into the cockpit seats. There was so much 
more to be said, but she couldn’t talk about it now. She 
couldn’t think about anything except getting away 
safely, surviving. Bailey took the pilot’s side. Holding 
her breath and praying that her repairs were good, she 
fired up the engine on the Piper Tomahawk. No explo- 
sion. 

“So far so good.” 

Out of habit, she stuck on her headset. Joe did the 


same. 

The Piper Cub was making an approach on the run- 
way. 

“I can’t let Claude land,” she said. “He’s probably 
armed, and I don’t think he means to let us get out of 
here alive.” 

“Take off,” Joe said. “Do it now.” 

She wheeled around. The Cub was coming m low, 
preparing to touch down at the end of the runway. 

Bailey lewed the powerful enstae, holomg wi.b a^l 
her strength on the brake. Hen she januned the thros- 
tle forward to the firewall for a rapid asraj. 

They were heading right toward th. Cub. Heao-on 

collision was imminent. t < ttT'rhn-Tif* 

A hoD a bounce, and the Tomahawk w..s cirboni-, 

leapfrogging over the litUe Piper Cub ana soaring m. 

'’'■■wLad=i.!”J«shoutd.^-’^>i^;; 

But Claude wasn’t one to gne ? 

Cub swept up and tailed them. ^ 

Over the headset, she heard u ^ 
ured it out, did you?” /; 

Her rage was such that she 
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“Doesn’t matter,” he said. “You’ll never mate it to 
Aspen.” 

“Like heck we won’t,” she said. 

“Check your fuel gauge, Bailey,” 

Empty! They were riding on fumes. 

Claude laughed. “What do you think, Joe? You’re 
the investigator. They’ll call it pilot error, won’t they? 
Not enough fuel. Happens all the time.” 

“Better slow down,” Joe cautioned her. “If you keep 
pouring on the coals, you’re going to run dry.” 

“We can make it,” Bailey said. “Aspen is only over 
a couple of ridges.” 

“Wrong,” Claude said. “You won’t make it. You’ve 
got to watch out for me.” 

The Piper Cub zipped up in front of them, and Bai- 
ley automatically executed a hard left, wasting fuel. The 
engine coughed. 

“What are you doing?” she yelled into the headset. 
“You could have killed us all.” 

“That was the idea. I’m willing to play kamikaze. If 
you two get out of here alive, my life won’t be worth 
much.” 

He was in front of them now, flying straight toward 
them, propeller to propeller. Bailey held firm. She 
couldn’t waste fuel. At the last second, she performed 
an aileron roll, escaping the Piper Cub. 

Bail^ pulled off her headset so Claude couldn’t hear 
and shouted to Joe, “I’m taking the Tomahawk back 
to the landing strip. We’re not going to make it over the 
next rise.” 

“You’re right,” he yelled back. “We can’t risk a 
crash landing.” 

“On the ground, we might have a chance.” 
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Or else, she thought, Claude could shoot both of 
them and explode the Tomahawk with them aboard. 
Another chance for him to publicly grieve when laugh- 
ing in private. 

She banked around, heading back toward the cabin, 
□aude’s cabin. 

Over the headset, she heard Claude say, “Just where 
[ want you. That’s just where I want you both.” 

Bailey was almost set to make her approach when the 
ingine cut out completely. She’d have to glide it down, 
hoping that her repairs held. 

Over the headset, Claude said, “What the hell is 
that?” 

Joe craned around in the copilot seat. “I don’t be- 
lieve it,” he said. “The Spitfire.” 

Grandpa Mac was coming to their rescue. 

Bailey touched down in the Tomahawk and braked to 
a stop. Both she and Joe leapt from the plane to watch 
as Grandpa Mac in his World War II Spitfire danced 
maneuvers around the Piper Cub. There was no direc- 
tion Claude could turn without encountering the other 
plane. He was caught. 

Foolishly, he tried a dive, swooping lower and lower. 

“He’s not going to make it,” Bailey said. 

She and Joe watched in horrified fascination. The 
engine on Claude’s little plane wasn’t powerful enough 
to come out of the maneuver. He stalled. Though he 
tried to pull up, the left wing tipped, slicing into the top 
of a tree. 

A fiery crash exploded the serene mountain scenery, 
spewing rock and tree. Claude Whistler went down in 
flames. 

“He’s on the way,” Joe said. “Straight to heU.” 
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He draped his arm around her shoulder, and she 
clung to him. 

Grandpa Mac in his Spitfire flew over the crash and 
dipped his wings. A salute to a downed pilot. Then he 
performed an inverted loop and a roll. 

“I can’t tell if he’s happy or sad,” Joe said. 

“What about you?” she asked. “Happy or sad?” 

“About Kate?” 

She nodded. This was the moment she’d been dread- 
ing, the moment when she expected him to say good- 
bye. Might as well get it all over with at once, she 
thought. The end of the investigation. And the end of 
the relationship. 

With all the feeling of her heart in her eyes, she 
looked up at him. “I should have told you sooner.” 

“Maybe you were right to wait. Earlier, I wasn’t 
ready to listen.” 

“And now?” 

“It hurts.” His gaze trained skyward, watching the 
Spitfire. “Kate’s death will always hurt. Don’t you 
think I’ve cursed myself a thousand times for not go- 
ing forward and checking on her? But she’s gone.” 

He placed a tender kiss on her forehead. “I don’t 
blame you, Bailey. You did what you had to do.” 

She couldn’t quite believe what he was saying. 

“We were lucky, Bailey. We’re still here. You and 
me.” 

She faced the greatest risk she’d ever undertaken in 
her life. There was more danger in these words than in 
flying on empty. “I love you, Joe.” 

“That’s a fortunate thing, Bailey. Because I love you, 
too.” 

He kissed her hard and passionately. The pressure of 
his body against hers incited arousal and complete 
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happiness. She loved him, loved him more than any- 
thing. 

He nuzzled her ear and whispered gently. “I want 
you. I want you to be with me forever.” 

“I can’t think of anyplace else I’d rather be. For- 
ever.” 

“Not in a cockpit?” He pulled back to look into her 
eyes. 

She purred. “Not anymore. I finally found some- 
thing I love better than flying.” 
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